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| FT OUCH'D be your generous hearts, to ſpare this play + 4 


Bat Briton's ſons may 24 
KL ws * think and act with Fan Spirit ! 


= 2 


2 ang u gal Pals a feng mind 


« texderef 
Sighs are love's. breezes, and avill fan the flame. 


| They whoſe own bg can Neel 


PKOLOGUE. 


Where n wen'd laugh bumnnity aw 


Do thouſand years our ba has ſhook the ffage, 


And mov d the hzart of Greece, from age to age: 
Z' Alexander wept our exten's ueſpair, ny 


And the world"s cangu ror ſat conquer” d there. 


What reach e tafte could Attic pride preſume, 


What flame of courage ere 8 


Rome, 
merit, 


1 of an hour „ Bore, 
Ye fees to = and ge friends of ſport, 


Forbear to laugh, w e/ively diftreſs'd ; 
Sighs in you circle, well the 9 breaſt. 
Charms f. the fairef fac 6, Joft jorrow lends ; 
Pity and innocence are bo boſum fritnds ! 


How muſt N ind ? 


Nev drec. ye g. bar only mirth ö A pleaſe, 
No ſprightly wit &re laugh'd off life's od 
Experience tells us, foon or late cainas 
And be -who * from thought TY ae. 


Kae. be los to paſſions * 


Laughing gallants my arg. merry lives, 


But laughin ing WIVES. 
b il Treas yours beft 3 
And he give pain, that thinks it but a jeſt. 


Nobly wweep out, nor let an illi bluſh, 
Keep back the ſiruggling tear that longs to Tory 
All that are wiſe and 1 by nature know, 
"Tis virtue mark, to weep at others woe. 
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a 4 i 42 ͤ „ 
Merope, mournfil, of a couch _ 
Iſnene, leaning melancholy, below ; and Arteadantr, 


I EE! where the lone majeſtic mourner weeps 3 
i S Loſi; eren w muſic's power f=—try : _— 


each note, 
In melod vids compaſs, —— Happily, 
— G 2. have force, 
To ſtrike recov'ring 


—— Fiſt, in low in low tom 


_ Meri, Let me; when, next; thy too officious a” 
1212 


ren 
Embrace their proffer's — NA 


Of glad Mycene, in full ſenate net, : 
Take meaſures to-proclains-yoh reigning queen 2 or 
You, whom diſtreſs but bri n 


7 the mufick Merope riſes, and, comes = | 


r 
Mor. What, 1 no newy yet, of Narbas ? or my fon ? i 
I/m. May it be ſoon !—No prince, of birth like his, 


'Where-e'er 8 can ſcape ſuch ſearch, unknown. 
Mer. Will ye, at length, ye en reward Had 


| tears? 
Wil ye, at laſt, reſtore Eumenes to me? 


If he yet lives—this only remnant heir 

Of his wrong'd mother's miſeries Oh, ſave him. 
From his dear breaſt, ſtrike wide the murd'rer”s dagger. 
Is he not yours ? a-branch from great Alcides p 


What, tho? (forget it, and be uſh'd, O faith !) 


What, tho? to traitors'proſp'rous würds you gave 
His father's fated life—ah, yet ! deſert not 
This image of his form, that fills my ſoul, 

1/m. Dear, tho” he doubtleſs was, and juſtly mourn'd, 
Shou'd you exclude all ſenſe of bliſs beſide ? 
: Mer. Tam a mother: with a mother's fears. 
A. But, can a mother's fears efface the ſtamp - 
Of hero's ſoul, that marks a race like yours? 
—Sweet, tho? his infant ſmiles, they dwell, jeg 
Foo deep, on your touch'd memory Jong mA 


Are paſt, aner firſt you loſt kim. 


Mer, Loft himi—never. -, 
In twice ſeven dreadful years, n 
Broke on my eyes, but brought his image with it. . 
Wen thou me of time B 14d nennt, and 


wears, 
5 grown; se grew, my tooſe him. 
— Weigh chat laſt fatal hint, thy 1 r SITE 
Hope, ſoon, ſaid he, to ſee the ince Eumenes, | | 
All you wou'd-wiſh ;—fear all,  Poliphontes. 
Ln. Wiſely, you fear him.—But * twere wiſer, ſtill, 
So fearing, to prevent him. Hear the tate 
Quit, at cir prayer, this 1 255 name —be crown'd : 
And riſe, indeed the queen th meant to make yOu. 
Mer. Is not the crown my ſon's? 
In. A ſon, ſo lov d—_—_ 


14 


* 


Shou'd he return, wou d ee 


Mer. Periſh the heart, 


1 


That, meanly proud, and poorly fl'd. fo fol 


Swells from another's loſſes ! 
TORT E L. 


2 3 > © 2 K. 7 
The: Public intereſt 
Mer. Curb onallinrick, thatindadevnot honeſty ! 
—Þut, here, ev'n int'reſt brings no plea to tempt me. 
What can a childleſs mother laps; from empire? 
What has diſtreſs to do, with pomp's vain luſtre? 
I ſee the very light of heav'n, e 
Never ſhall ſplendor chear zheſe bl _— 
That ſaw-my leading lord, my murdet'd children; 
Saw my AK _ faw men and te day me. 
Free, for N 4 frighted foul. 5 
Vn. Oſt have 1 8 hear that day's ſad tale. 
-' Thear it now!—Even yet their cries oy 


L 
Save, ſave, the kin [ay = the be laces : : 
Save the difrafted dueen herd wotcn — Ay. 
On every fide, I turn meet battling crowds: 
Swords, glitt ring ſpears, loud mm and ng 
groanings.. . 
Meet, laſt—a fight—beyond all Wa horror. 1 . 
Meet —an ng huſband's out- ſtretch d eye, 
Strain'd, with a death, mx d tenderneſs on mine 
And ruggling from his blood, to reach and claſp me. 
1/m. Patience, O madam, and forget theſe horrors. 
Mer. —There two infant ſuff rers fell, 
The eldeſt, of our loves -Aduteous, in dean 
Crofs the king's breaſt, they threy their little bodies, 
And lent chain hands weak-aid-—to fave their father. 
Only Exmenes— thꝰ aflaſſin's fur. 
Some interpoſing G vouchſaf d to veil him : 
And he, „ ee rr once reſtore 
—Narbas, thy wiſe; thy faithful father, bore him 
Far from. my fight—to ſome dark ſafe retrea:: | 
- Wann barren of diſtreſs, nnn. . 
Eater Euricles. l 2. 
1 „ Madem!-—>——Loed 77 
Welcome hat 
en. Vain was dur Penews bank, it 
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Mer. 8 as thine, — 
Euri 3 72 


. Bari. bor two hab | 
Truth, anſuftain'd by power, but 6ghts n. 


roar for Poliphontes : — 


a Ar. 1 — 
theſe 


Comets of em 

That ſparkle by the fire 

1 "0 

And thunder in their cars the rights of thrones. 

1 will revive lock tense of truſt and duty: 0 

I will affert their ſov Teign's near return. eaux. 
Jai. ©, Heav'n! be hat way, ruin lies. 

Their tyrant leader ſtarts, already fir'd, 

By that alarm: and dreams of what he dreads, 5 


Pain title, till fome ſtrord, He mine, 


 *£&© 6 9 
Mer, What ean he more—fo much already done ? 
Zari. Jealous of men make haſte in guift : 
Work, to be ſafe, and hold no means too wicked, 
Mycene, but by faction, freed from faction, 
Claim'd like a conqueft, be cortipites his own. 5 
No tye fo facred binds en d valour, 
Where hot ambition fpurs it——Every rampart 
Gives before Hm. Law, crragecd, guard kn. 
Wealth attends, pride leads 
And prieſthood preſſes Gods who hte — to ſerve him. - 
Mer. I fee ty abyfs, before me Let it be. 
If I pleange im, and cruſh this Poliphontts, * 
*Fis but, to fall for vengeance. | (IN 
E. Soft! —— be comes. | 
| ¶ rent Raticles mene 
Mer: Wear for 2 moment, heart! . 
Pol. Ever in tears, — 4 Tot auc 
To fohs ; andqcaft afite — needleſs ſorrow-. 
Shake, from thofe i eyes, cach cloud that dim, 
em: 


And to the voice n vouchlaſe your ear. 4B 
1 n 

Mey. I do, indeed: and gaze, with horror! 
Pol. Gd on. Ts no ſtranger * to. myſelf: 


* 


Nor t a woman eee Fray 
Beneath à weight rs ſpent in s. 
— e e W ve; 


I knowiit, all But, N * ] 
— Weigh not my offer in diflain*s light" balance. 
You are the daughter, mother, wife, of kings: 
But the ſtate wants a Mater. What" avails 


it 
Mer. Bold ſubjeR, of a kin king who es t 
Dar ſt cou defüme the mem r of thy dad „ 
With ſuch EIN, L 
Me, to ſupplant my chic: my heart's whole care: 
Stain his d 2 e with k and thee ? 
Me, can't thou dream fo baſe, to wed thy lownefs : 
And'crown with empire's wreath ſoldier's brow? 
_ Pak: Soldier? ONE Gods ho more deſerves 
5 0 


30 M E R 0 P Lk 
Te govern ſtates, than lids beſt cas en 
He who was, firſt, call'd g e're that, was ſoldier. 
Great, becauſe brave; and depter d by his word. 
I am above deſcent; „„ ASK 
Scarce is my own left mine ; tis loſt, for glory: 
_—_ my country” s cauſe : in yours, fair ſcorner! - 
ake ſafety—tis my gift. Fill half my throne; _ 
My parry ca calls all mine : love ſhares it yours. * 
ty! chon fell provoker, of reproach! 
Party ſhould tremble, where a monarch rules ? | 
Pol. There will be parties; and there muſt be kings: 
And he, who beſt can curb, was form'd to reign. Py 
I., who reveng d ypur lord, by A ka ſucceed him. 
Mer. Succeed bien, traitor ? he not a ſon? 
Gods were his great forefathers, —therice his claim. 
Pol. Far other value, bears Mycene' crown. 
Right, to rule men, is now no longer held 
By. dull deſcen like land's low hermitage : "PT 
g "The the plack'd fruit of toi tis the paid price 
Of b loſt nobly.: and tis, thence, my due. 
" Mer. What haft thou 
uch hope? 
Pol. Bethink you nor chat day, hex theſe proud M6 
Bluſh'd with the blood you boaſt, from traitor's ſwords. 
Review: your helpleſs lufband— fee your ſons, 
Expiring, round you.—Wipe thoſe guſhing e yew | 
And view me; what I was : aa 2rg ole 


To ſhars. your ruffled 3 
From your freed palace chas d th NES 5 
Sav*d your Her ſceptre, and its queen. 


—1, f, repell'd,—the woes you could but weep. 
See there, my right, my rank, my claim to love... - 
Ar, Bien hear him, Heaven! and give me back 


Leſſons of 


Nr * 7 
Joy to dhe 


—1, 60% 


Revere: let N of 25 1 ambition 


Climbs beyond proge Lat | hy from Gods, 
b lefs,. 2 3 To bg, 82 
A Ae would ene f di. de jut: 


a % 


e, thou 3 to dare 


0 N foe fon —e hall betanghy 


Man. 


MT R Q ÞF B. 


| Man can be, brave, too boldly. Hercules * 
Sav'd many a king ut, ad be ſteal their diadems > 
Won dd thou reſemble Hercules ? Protect 
Unfriended innocence... Aſſert thy prince. _ 2 


a ny 


th py wand rer to my atms ; an 
eaſe to afflict; and give him to my ſondneſa. 
— Thus, cou'd thy i mence move, br f. o courted, 


Who knows for, gratitude has 
—— far I mig ht my g 
And—if Lr with — it not — 
I will not bid y F a 


| [Exe Merope, 
1 


| * 2883 heard her 3 
** | 


And wonder'd, at your. patience ! waits a 
For a weak woman's wiſh, to fix his thrane? 
Greatly and bravely have you clear'd your way ; 
To the hilPs foot; yet, hen it courts. your A 
Fall back, to ſigh; and ſeek her hand, to lead you! 
Pol. Near, as chou think 'ſt I ſtand, my warier eye 
Marks, twixt the throne and me, a precipice, . 
Where Faith or I fall headlong.—Does not 
Know, her Eumenes nnd Rees he return, 1 
Th inconſtant people wou'd with ſhouts receive bim. 
And ſmooth his * to empire, o'er my 7 
— Thou know? 
This new boy n 
' Erox. Traft your high fortune, and 2 . 
8 Foreſight and kerceneſs are the e auen | 
And his own hand ſupports him. 
Bo „3 krmmels, il obe d. 
rar. IWas, with a t W d. 
From Eli: to Myceve, every road , 
Is watch'd, by fleepleſs warders.—If 
Br not Alcide blood could ſcape the . 
Your ſoldiers zeal is warm. 
Pal. But is it blind ? 


Trax. It is. None knows h's name, whoſe _ ber 
nt * waits. 


y come, 8 * | 
eme 


| 


14 M RE X © Þ K 
All they have yet been told is, a ſad tale, 2 


Of an old wily traitor, * with him, 
On murd'rous aſſin youth, 
Urg'd by exacted oaths, uh ſeek death. 


Pol. But, what this rumour, of M:/anthus kilfe, 
Before Alcides temple ?—Is that true? £ 
Zrax. Too fure, he fell. —l choſe his trafty arms, 

Join'd with his martial brother's, as moſt fit, 

To guard that likelieſt tation ; where, fhould Marder 
Dare, with his exile, touch Mycene's border, 
Fir, they wou'd reſt, to beg that godhead's care, 
From whom their race preſumes its proud deſcent. | 

Pol. "Twas forecaſt worthy of a zeal like thine. 
Nor cou'd thy care have choſen an abler hand, _ 
Or one more try*d in blood, than that Mi/antbus. 

—Twas he, thou know'ft, that, faithful to my cauſe, 
On that black night, attending, near Cre/phontes, 
Tug ht the king's ſword, the duſk of laughter, 

— its — breaſt. —An act, fo — 
— the ſword, tho” three rich gems adorn'd it, 
Ho had it: and he wore it, for his pains. 
Erox. Yet at Alcides temple, drew it rathly, 
And loſt it, with his hfe. 

Pol. How ſcap'd his brother ? me 

Erox. Scar'd, out of mem'ry's uſe, all he esou'd tell 
Was, that the God inſpir'd ſome dreadful form ! 
Some more than mortal monſter ;—and he fled, 

Pol. Vile ſafety !—left his brother unreve 
And ſhun'd a ſoldier's death. We muſt be watchful, 
Some in- felt bodings bid me call this ſtranger 
Eumenes : or his friend. 

Erox. That fear was mine: 

Till, on reflexion that he came, alone, 

It look'd unlikely.— Chance it, as it may, 

Whene're he this way comes, he comes, to die. | 
Pol. True. —Yet, I cou'd have wift'd to ſpare 

this crime, 

But, one firſt choſen, the reſt grew neee : 

So falls the ſon.— The mother muſt not follow. 

Her, I have need of. Marriage mends my _ 

er 


Ijm. 


. , ˙ oo To 


title conſecrates ambition: 
And u ion whitens _ law. 
—'The e love her: I, poſſefling her, 
Hold her friend too, in dowry.—Brox !——thou, 
Whoſe fate grows cloſe to mine, aſſiſt my ſcheme. 
Skill'd how. to ſpread craft's nets, allure the people. 
Train em, by ev'ry art: poize ev'ry temper, 
Avarice will fell his 1 fout: buy that — mould it., 
Weaknefs will be deluded ; there, grow eloquent. | 
Is there a totOrmng faith? grapple 1 it faſt 
By flatt'ry: and ly deal my favours. 
'Fhreatew the Entertain the gay. 
Frighten the rich. Find wiſhes, for the wanton : 
And reverence, for the — none ſcape thee. 
Dive into hearts: — nature's bias 
And bribe men by the but, theſe arts, 
Already thine, why wall I time to teach thee! | 
Vainly, the {word fuccefsful feales a throne; 
Since, fortune changing, ſtrength's loſt N flown, 
But art, call'd in, attracts rekn@ant will: * 
And, W by power, g 
LExeant. 


Her ri 


ACT U. SG RNB. The Palace. - 
Ar ei. Iimene. 


—— dumb, on my Funerer fate! 
mity, _ ſoon, had found à tongue. 
Mer. Hog nothing, from the borders, yet been heard ? 
Eur. Nothing, . 7 ckrims your JOUCE: 

Mer. Who 1s he, 1 
This prifoner, I am told, but now, brought guarded ? 

uri. A ry young, ſtranger, caught with guilty 
h 
Red, from the recent marks of fome new murder. « 

Mer. A murder tar unknown'!——Whom as he 

kill'd ? | 
How ? 


Mer. 


T4 EST CC FH 


How? and where, was it =I am filP& with horror. 
1/m. Oh! ſenſe too lively, of maternal love 

All things alarm your tenderneſs. You hear 

Chance ſpeak : and take her voice, for that of nature: 
Mer. What is his name ? whence came he ;—Why 

unknown., [ ance, 

" Euri. He ſeems, and is, if truth may truſt appear- 

A youth of that ſoft ſtamp which fortune leaves 

To nature's gentleſt care; ſome nymph's Adonis 

Whoſe eye, might ſooner be ſuppos'd to kill 

Th' unpity'd maid, than his gay ſword the man. 


; PII fee him. L 
Furi. What ſtrange emotion, this. 

Mer. No matter, — bring him. 

11 diſcover guilt, tis mine to puniſh : 

If wrong'd, F owe him mercy. 

Euri. Should he have mit 
"Tis plac'd ſo low, by fortune. 

Mer. Fortune's faults, 

Where merit ſuffers, call on kings, to- 8 em. 
Euri. What can a wretch like this deſerve from 
wer ? 

Mer. O, Euricles ? look inward : aſk thy heart. 
Be, for a moment, but, this wretch, thyſelf— [thee.. 
And, then, acquit the power, that ſcorn'd to note 

© —Pefides, who knows? he may—be ſtill, prompt 


fear. 


Perhaps; my troubled mind ſtarts hints too li ghtly.. 


Hearts that have every thing to fear, 
© —Let 1 be brought.—I will, m 
1 
Euri. Your will muſt be obey d. 
Mer. Go, my I/mene ! 
Bid thoſe who guard the pris'ner. bring him hither. 
| [Exit 1/mene. 
[Euricles, offering to go.] 


t nothing. 


examine 


a 


\ 


Mer. Stay, E TY 
Stay : and partake more terrors—cou'd you think it ? 
Preſs'd by new ws, „I forget my paſt, _ 


Mer. Whom (tell me) has he kill'd =—anſwer— 


„ WE. 
—— — - — —— — — — 4 _— * 
* . —— 


e 15 
And have not yet inform'd Ie adult pbontes 
Has dar'd demand wy hand : dar'd talk of marriage. 


Euri. Oh! Queen! 
I know his offer inſult : know, it Rains 
Your name. Yet, bluſhing, add, your forc'd conſent, 
Grown infamouſly neceflary, — ſtands, 
The ſole, ſafe bar, twixt all your race, and ruin. 

Mer. Tis horror, but to think, ſo vile a dream 

© Euri. So thinks the 447 {4% the ſenate thinks. 
*.So, think th' exating God: : and, ſo— 

© Mer. The Gods !— [fall : 
Why were they nam'd ?—could the forgive ſuch 
* From their own offspring, to a for of clay ?? 
Euri. The king, your fon 
Mer. Ah! name not him. —How, Zuricle. / 
How wou'd he thank, my choice of ſuch a father ? 

* Fari. Princes grow wiſe by ſorrows. He will ſee 
That hated choice the root of all his ſafety. _. 

Mer. What, what, have you been. telling me? 
_ Eari. Hard truth: _ * 
Due, from firm loyalty, to weak diſtreſs. | 
Mer. Can Euricles then plead for Poliphontes ?. 
Euri. I know him guilty :—but, I know him raſh ; 
Know him reſiſtleſs: now him childleſs, too; 
And know you love Zumenes. 

Mer. him,. 
Raw can ch bur kite the hand that wrongs him ? 
Princes ſhou'd be above theſe r 
And born, to live for truth —or die for glory. 

[Cit and weeps regardleſs of Eumenes's entrance. 

2 Iſmene. Guards, with Eumenes, in chain. 

Eum.—(to Iſmene.) Is that the W mt ſo fam'd for 

miſeries? 
In. It is. 


rows l 


«© Zum. How ſweetly awful 11 Adgrn-d, F ſor- 
Inn. Why doſt — pauſe ? the Queen admits thee 
nearer. 


Eum. No wonder, fo much ſweetneſs, ſo diſtreſs 4. 
Mov'd, even fo greatly diſtant, —as to me- 4 
And. drew me, froin my deſart! —give me leave = 

0- 


W 


To ſtand, a while. and gaze unmark' dand note her, 
———O, ye protecting Gods whate' re becomes 
Of an abandon'd, nameleſs thing, like me, 
Bleſs this ſupreme unfortunate ! 
1/m. Madam !—the prifoner waits. 


Mer.—{T wrning, to ober ve on A * 


— his 
Come forward, ſtranger. 

— A mien like this, a murd'rer's !— can it be, 
That looks, fo form'd for truth, fo mark'd for inno- 
cence, | 

Cover a cruel heart? Come nearer, youth 

Thou art unhappy ; bid that fate protect thee : - 

And ſpeak, as to an ear that loves the wretched. 

k me now. Whofe was the blood thou ſhed*ſt ? 
Zum. O, queen —Vet—for a moment —ſpare my 


8 tongue, 


Wer. Murder, and modeſty hence all this 


ſhame! [nam'd, 
Eum. Reſpect, Seen -e kere - un- 
And never folt, tin now,—have bound my tongue. 
But—ok! dojuftice to you a0! greg to ſhake me: 
And, let not heſtation=p 
Mer. Se age wy was he, wu Pm told, thow 
haſt kill'd ? 
" Eum. One, who with wrongs, and inſult, urg d 
my raſhneſs. 
Voung blood takes fire toe aptly. 
Mer. Voung! was he young ? wo 
Lee, at my conſcious heart, were warm—eompar'd 
denen © horas my foul with! —did' thou know 
| * 


um. I did not. All My ceneꝰs earth, and air, 
Ner cities, and her ſons, are new, to me: 

Mer. What, was le arm'd, this young afſaulter 
With malice ? or for robbery ? Be of comfort. 
If he attack'*d. thee, thy defence was neceſſary. 
And 1 necefity makes all things Tu: 


＋ 


Se 


I know not chow I bore it — but, my Heart, 
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Fum. Heaven is my witneſs, I provok'd him not. 
"Tis not in valour's wiſh, to offer anſalt : Wo, | 
And fare! ut is no crime, to check it, offer'd. 
Mer. On, then——relate the chance, that led thee 


hither. 

Eum. Entering your borders, I beheld a temple, 
Sacred to Hercules; the God, my foul "= 
Low, as my lot was caſt, aſpires to honour, 

— What ſhou'd I 11 bare vot' ry as I was! 
r l with me. 
Poor, and oppreſ; what I cou'd 

I gave—I — ph. pour'd a heart before him, 
Warm, as a hundred hecatombs ! pure, humble, 
Pious, and firm.—Th' un can no more. 

I aſtt d not, for myſelf, his undue bleſſing. 

I pray d protection, to his own high race: flit. 
For, I had heard, great queen! your wrongs requir'd 
The preſent God, methought, receiv'cl my prayer. 
altar trembled ; and his temple rung! 
een, undulating, glones beam d, about me: 


Full of the force infus d, at once 
My ſwelling co far above myſelf, 
Sukzin'd me me :—an 71 glow'd, with all the a 
Uhr. (Ri nent) Go on, methinks, the God 
't ſpeaks in thee! 
And ev'ry hearer glows, as warm'd as thou! 

Eum. 1 Pow. d, and left the tem 7 
Two men, of haughty ſtride, with angry lowr : : 
Roughly, accoſting, they reproach'd my prayer. 
How did I dare, they aſ d, ſolicite Heaven, 

To aid ſedition's purpoſes? No God 

Shou'd fave a wretch like me, prefcrib'd by power. 
I heard, aftoniſh'd ; and prepar'd to ſpeak: 
When, be Fg impatient ferceneſs, each rais'd arm, 
With rage conjoin'd, came on. 

Mer. e Both I— Came they, 
To wound thee ? — 

Exm. Both, with madman's frenzy, 
— at my break, ignobly. 


- 


48 an. 2 © Þ © 
Mer. Thou haſt eas'd me. | 

Go on.—Theſe men had ſouls, that match'd their fates 
Eum. Un-arm'd, and inoffenfive, ſo ſurpriz'd, 

The God I had addreſs d repaid my prayer. 

D—þ Warding the weakeſt ſtroke, with ſwordleſs hand, 

Swiftly I Shak d, and ſeiz d the wreſted ſteel 

From ** whoſe ſtronger arm more nearly preſs'd mes 

Seiz'd it with lightning's ſwiftneſs: for, — ; 

Rouſes diſtreſs to vengeance. —On himſelf, a 

I twn'd his pointed weapon: ſav'd my breaſt, 

And plung'd it in his own.—He fell. _—Theother- 

Started, and curs'd: but, like a coward, fled, 

Fal ſe. to his dying fellow. ——_ queen, 

This is. the ſad ſhort truth. . the kind power 

I bow'd to, touch your ear; a aw move your-pity! ! 

. Mer. She were 0 that cou'd hear this tale, 

And pauſe upon —Still, go on: 5 

How wer't — 2 ? hide nothing: and hope all. , 
Eum. Shock'd by.uncertain dread for hopes Kenny, 

I gaz'd aftoniſh'd round: and mark*d, beneath, 

Where, at a furlong's diſtance, the falt wave | 

Broke on the ſhore. Sudden I ſnatch'd the corps; | 


And, haſt'ning to the beach, gave it to the fea. _ 
That done, I figh'd, and fled: your guarde, great queen, 
For what, eſcapes ſuch eyes, as Heaven's, and yours | 
Unſeen by me, mark'd all; follow'd, and took me. 
Mer. 125 Euricles.] Did he yells, when 3 
..Eum, I cou'd not, madam. 
| The name of Merope diſarm'd' my en 
They told me they were : Lbow'd, and vielded: 
Gave em my .new-gain* ſword.: and took their chains. 
Eu. This youth, by him he kild, was * | 
9 another. 
Aer. Oh! J have noted all: 2 Heaven was juſts 
—Retire, to arther diſtance, ntle youth, — | 
Pl tell « Pry Euricles ! 5 | 
Methought, at every word this wanderer. ſpoke, 
Piry——or ſomething, tenderer than pity, 7 
Clung to my tender heartſtrings! nay, twas ranger! 
"y I will tell thee all. dead feature. 
4 « Heay? 0's 


What th employment? and 
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© Heav'ns, what ideas hopes and fears can raiſe !*. . 
My dear dead manly lord's reſembled features ; . 
J ſaw, and trac'd, -(I bluſh, to think what folly!) 
Trac'd—in this cottage hero's honeſt face. 

Zum. Compaſſion is a kind and generous painter. 
Let, truth herſelf muſt grow 4 kind. as fortune, 
Ere ſhe cou'd look on that —— youth; 

And find him leſs, than worth her kindeſt pity. 
Euri. Iſinene ſpeaks my thoughts. He's innocent. 


Ih gods have ſtamp'd their mark of candor on him: 


An 1 r's art inhabits: there. 

Mer. [To Eumenes. ] Again, approach me 13 what 

. _ . partof Greece | 

Did it pleaſe Heaven to give thee birth, good youth? 

Eum. ([ Advancing. ] In Lis, generous queen. 

Mer. In Elis. Tell me. 
I hap'd, it had been nearer.— Haſt thou, ever, 
In thy low converſe, heard the ſwains, thy neighbours, 
Megtion the name of Narbas ?—or Eumenes ? | 
The laft, thou muſt have heard of. 

Eum. Never, madam. | Loogdinion ; 

Mer. Never ?— That's ſtrange! what then was thy 
y father's name? 
father was a learn'd and wiſe z 3 
A of the ſylvan ſhades, and paitral vale; . 
He led th' attracted hearts of liſt ning ſwains, 
1 leas'd em into ſubjects in himſelf 
oo humble, for diſtinction had not virtue 


— him into notice. — 


He'liv'd unenvied- for; excelling all, 
He veil'd ſuperior, eminence, by modeſty : 
No claim'd exemption eas'd his life from care: 
Peacefully poor! and reverently belov'd ! 
His fleecy harveſts fed him :—and, his name 
Was Pal luer, madam. 
Mer. What thy own? 
Eum. Lew, like my paſt' ral over cottage ears 
Adapted - and unform'd for your D 
IT Elis, oft, may deign to t — of Dorilas. 
Mer. Oh! I have lo my. hope. Heaven mocks 
- relief: 
And 
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* every ſtarting ſpark is quench'd, in darkneſs: 


So, then, your ts held no rank in Greece ? 
Eum. Did ran draw claim from goodneſs, they have 
rights 


Wou'd leave all place behind em, « inborn virtue 
Can borrow no enlargement, but lends all 
That keeps contempt from titles. 

Mer. Every word 
He utters has a charm !-——But, why, at home 
do bleſs d, and, to ſuch parents, doubly dear, 
Didſt thou, forgetful of the care thou owe'd ſt em, 
Quit their kind cot, and leave em to their tears ? 

Zum. A vain defire of glory, firſt ſeduc'd me. 
pay why my father mourn Mycene, 

cep, for her civil wars, and ſuff ring queen. 
Of. had he charm'd my young aſpiring ſoul, 
With wonder, at yuur firmneſs , inflam'd, 
learnt, by ſlow w think my youth 
iſgrac'd, by home: felt virtues: weigh'd the call 
Of glory, againſt duty; and gtew bold 
— my humble arm t add — did 
warri See! great n, 
The on — + y erring raſhneſs. — 
or, Heaven has taught me, tho? it loves your * 
merit my diſtreſs: who left my father, 
Wanting, perhaps, in age's feeble calls, 
Some help, I might have lent him. Twas à fault. 
But, 2 my firſt: inn live, to ur- 


N — A 
Mer. Methinks, Thear Sec my 
Informs me; liad he known defcent, thus lowly, 
So, my Ramenes wou'd have ht, and ſpoke. 
— Such, is his age, where'er conceal'd he mourns : 
Perhaps too, fu his fortune driven, like this, 
From l to realm, a wand' rer, thus unknown 
Friendleſs, and hopeleſs, and expos'd to 1 
I will have pity on this ydutkh's diftre | 
And cultivate. his fortune. What bold noiſe? * 
(Shouts heard without. 
Whence can ſuch rudeneſs flow What is't, 1/mens ? 


Vn. | 


Is king, 


— »C> — — ä — — — 
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I/m. (at a window.) All ills are Poliphentes. The 
vile rabble 
Shout their fure vote, for treaſon. Poliphontes 
proclaun'd—and hope is now no more. 
2 Oh! for the ſword, once more, your guards 
took from me 
Now, now, I feel theſe chains: now, firſt, they bind 
me. 
Mer. Give him his ſword. Let him be free, as air, 
Honeſt propoſer !——but, thy help's too weak, 
To prop a throne, in danger. — — 
Zum. O 8 !— forgive preſumption, in the 


When. har — pity greatneſs. 
All have their mis'ries—but, when crowns grow 
wretehed, | 
*T'is arrogance, in mean ones, to complain. 
| (Exit Eumenes, 
Euri. Too fatally, I-propheſfied, —— confeſs 
This hard neceflity: which, now, you find; 
And ſeem, at leaft; to ſooth the Ro hope. | 
Mer. I miſconceiv'd-the-Gods, I durſt not dream. 
They cou'd have bid guilt thrive: and given up virtue. 
Euri. They will not, madam, 
N 
es to- And, 1 ey mar woe, 
— 2 my — mT 
uri. Come what muſe! - * 
I will —— round = the few — 
(Exit Euricles. 


Mer. Q, prop! ala] They, who. truſt ad 
al 


Bids the wild winds blow N 

1/m. The people's voice is call'd, the voice of Gods. 

Mer. What villain baſeneſs wants ſome bold pre- 
tence 

That drags i in Heaven, to grace it? Thefts, plots, 


Avarice, 2 the blood zeal, of pride, 
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And unforgiving bitterneſs of heart; 


All—have their gods to friend! their prieſts ,to ſanQiify, 


Enter Euricles, with a Sword. 


Euri. Sorrow on ſorrows bear down hope's laſt prop. 


Now, be a queen, indeed !——arm your great heart, 
With preparation, to its utmoſt ſtretch : 


For, if it ſtands this :ſhock, it's power's immortal. : 


Mer. No—I am finking, from all ſenſe of pain 

And ſhall grow ſafe, by want of ſtrength to ſuffer, 
Speak—there is now but one ſad truth to dread : 
And my ſoul waits it heard; then, reſts, for ever. 

* . Euri. It has pleas'd Heaven—this ſword ! this fatal 

ſword ! 

Mer. 1 underſtand thee; thou would'ft ſay, he's dead, 

” Euri. Oh! *tis too ſurely fo: th atrocious crime 
At laſt, ſucceeded—and all care is vain. 

Mer. Gods! gods!-—tis done.—now-all your bolts 
9 * have ſtruck me. 

The. Guard her diſtracted brain 

Euri. Save her, kind Heaven! 

Mer. What have I done? where have I been ? 

" Euri. Alas! where grief, too oft, 

Has left, th' unhappy- recollect. 

Mer. Oh! Euricles: I recollect, too much. 
Truſt my ſuſtaining heart, it breaks not, yet. 
Comforts brief clonds, methought, came ſhadowing 

o'er me. . 
But I am found, again: a wretch, fo friendleſs, 
That madneſs will not lend relief: but ſhans me. 

Euri. Periſh, that young, that impious in ä 
That ill- admir d attracter of your pity: 

Whom your protection ſpar d for fancied virtue 1 

Mer. Who? What f—— 

1/m. Not Dorilas ? 

Euri. Him; n Devilas: 
Mer. Monſter! beyond all credit of deceit ! 
n. He! tis impoſſible. 
Euri. He was the murderer. 
I bring too clear a proof. Paſſing, but now, 
J found him waiting: freed kim from his ** i 
n 


. 
—- — | — 
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- And, to re- arm him, for the cauſe he choſe : 

Call'd for his ſword— Which, as he ftretch'd his hand 

To take, I mark'd, and trembled at the view, 

Theſe once-known gem— too well remember'd, here! 
.* Mer. [7 aking the ſword.) O, all ye fleeping gods! 

*twas my Creſpbontes 

Twas the king's e Narbas, beyond all doubting, 

Sav'd it, that dreadful night, for my Zumenes. 

Oh! what a falſe vile tale this flatterer form'd, 

To cheat us into pardon! _ 

Take the-dumb dreadful witneſs Grains: my fight.” 


[ Giving Euricles the /avord. 
Yet, ſtay return it me. 


[ Reſumes the Fword—and kneels, 
I thank ye—gods 


Thank your inſpiring juſtice: a” accept it, 
Live, but to thank you,—for this dire, due, ſacrifice ; 
Which, from: the childleſs mother's widow'd hand, - 
Your Heav' n- directed ven geance well demands. 
by” | She riſes. 
Yes. I will ſheathe it, on my huſband's tomb, 
Deep, in the bleeding murd'rer's panting heart; 3 
Then, ſcorning Polip bones, pierce my own ;* 
So, die, reveng'd, and ſafe, — abſolving heaven. 
were, Earicles.——— 

Euri. Not ſo.— Vet bear his fight ; | 
That, from his own dire mouth, we may compel 
Diſcovery, of his guilt's commiſhon'd cauſe : 

And, to-the bottom, ſearch this fatal tale. 
_— Euricles. 
is Teng e tyrant's miniſter of death. 
Enter Erox. 
* Erox. [Afde.] Now, aid. me, wily powers of win - 
ning at] "7 
Mer. How now ! what bold 3 plac'd thee here? 
Erox. Queen, of the kingdom's lord! his heart's 
high empreſs ! | 
Suffer a voice to the raſk, - 
To wrong th* intruſted ſenſe of his told grie ef 
Who ſends me to condole * 


Had 


f 
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Had you but ſmoeth'& that brow's majeſtic bend, 
I meant to have faid, 2 
The fate, moſt pitied, of the prince, your ſon, 
Heard, 222 part, in all your wrongs. . 
Mer. More, than his pant, he takes, in what is mine. 
Elſe, had he never dar'd aſpire, to ſeize 

His maſter's throne ; nor name my marder'd fon. 


Erox. Wiſhing, he waits but leave. Neſpect is 
er | 


And wou'd not, unadmitted, now, approach. 
Fain wou'd he talk of comfort, to your forrows, 
Who, weeping, wants: the power to curb his own. 


Mer. What wow your artful: ſunder eome, to {ay ? 
Erax. To beg, that to his hand you wou'd commit 


This hateful murd'rer's puniſhment. —bie- 8 
For vengeance in your —_ Show'd his claim 
Unworthy a cyxown's truſt ; leſs worthy yours, 
Cou'd he forget, that juſtice ps a throne. 

Mer. No. Tell him no. y-hand revenges, here. 


Too ſhort of reach, Heaven knows! but, what it can 
It ſhall ; and: nolchan dee; mar Doane; his ah. : | 


Erex. The king too regards your will, 
in reaſon. 


To crofs it, ev'n in 
—[ humbly. take my leave. 
Mer. © I —1 it, gladly.* - [Exit Krone 
Hunted on every fide; who waits Are, . 
Till ſtilt new growtls of anguiſh, more, oppreſs * 


How. poor a thing is life, dr d on to > 
To fand, the pined: pres ge, — 1. 


Death — gpary mis'ry: nous can, bel, 
2 —— 


A C T m. 
SCENE the Tomb of Creſphantes,. 


Narbas alone. 


AIL venerable ſeene! hail-ſacred ſhade! 
Hail ſad-ſought manes of my long-loy'&'lord* 
My eyes laſt — ere, * 
as 
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Was thy dear life and empire loſt in blood; 

Now late returning, their firſt mourning ſearch, 
Finds in this cold ſtill tomb, the whole ſhrunk reach 
Of thy contracted reign ! yet here, ev, n here, 
Were thy Eumenes render'd back, ev'n here, 

Narbas had held ſome hope to ſooth thy ghoſt. 

How ſhall I meet his mother's mournful eye, 

Who bring new weight, to woes o'ercharg'd before. 
From every madd'ning ftreet, I hear loud ſhouts, 
Thoſe execrable bawds, to flatter'd power ! 
Proclaim the traitor Poliphontes, king. 

He! who, from clime to clime, track'd our ſad way! 
Held, like a hunted deer, his prince, in chace ; 

Hot in purſuit, for murder !—each known proſpect, 
Each point, each outlet of this neigb'ring palace, 
Brings to afflited mem'ry ſome new ſtroke 


Of ſorrow, freſh to pain—tho? fifteen winters 


Have ſnow'd their whiteneſs on me, fince they fell! 
Wou'd, I cou'd find the face of ſome old friend ! 
But, what court friendſhip's life laſts fifteen winters: 
—Soft. Whom has Heaven ſent, here! if innocence— 
Dwells yet on earth, ſuch looks as theſe muſt houſe it. 
[ Starts, as Iſmene comes nearer. 

Bleſs the reſembled mother's copied ſoftneſs! 

»Tis my [/mene: tis my own dear daughter. 

Time cannot hide her from a parent's eye: 

Child as ſhe was—and chang'd fince laft I ſaw her, 
Enter Iſmene, follow'd by a train of virgins in white, 
who bring baſkets, and ſtreau flowers on the tomb. 

1/m. Who is this bold unknown ? ſo ſagely form'd! 

Yet indiſcretely rude—at ſuch an hour, 

To break, abruptly, on the queen's ſad purpoſe ! 
Nar. Faireſt of forms | 
1/m. Who are you? 

Mar. Ghide me not, | 

Sweet picture of the powers, who ſhed ſoft pity ! 

AI am a nameleſs, friendleſs, weak, old man. 

Once, I was a ſervant to the queen you ſerve; 

O, grant the gracious privilege to ſee her. 

n. Rev'rend, and wiſe Is firſt, I ſee you * f 5 
| # 
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The laſt, my heart conceives you=what a time 
Have your miſguided wants ory 4nd ly choſen ! 
Your ſight wou'd, now, offend her. Deep diftreſs, 
From dite ſolemnity of purpoſt, brings be, 

— Twere prudent to withdraw. 

Nar. [In a lau voice. ] Come near T/mene. 


1/m. Immortal powers ! who can it be — he knows 
Fain wou'd I dare mix hope, with fear and wonder. [me ! 


93 him. 


Nar. Thou art my child. Kind Heaven has ſent 


4 , thee to me. 
| —Be cautious—and obſerve. 
Iſm. [ Kneeling. ] Prophetic heart, 
O, fir I cannot ſpeak ! 
Nar. [Raiſing Ber.] Hide thy ſurprize, 
Ere yet ſome dang*rous note detects our meeting, 
— Soft as thy eyes //mene, be thy voice. 
And anſwer to my queftion—round this tomb, 
Why thus aſſembled moves that virgin train? 
Vn. Alas! the afflicted queen, 
D iſtracted comes. to offer on this tomb, 
Her life's laſt ſacrifice=—a dreadful victim 
— The murd'rer of her fon. | 
Near. Eumenes, dead | 
in. Alas, fir! cou'd you be a ſtranger to it? | 
Nar. Blaſt! of my ſoul's beft hope.— Who dar'd 
this villainy ? | 
T1/m. A youth, who found him in Alcides“ temple. | 
One, from whoſe air of manly mode 
None, ſurely cou'd have f-ar'd—hbehold ! he comes, 
That fetter'd criminal is he, —— Oh, fir! 
Where will you, now, be hid? 
Nar. In death, 1/mene : | 
If I now hear and ſee—and am not dreaming 
in. From the queen's eye, I dare no longer —— 
Nar. Stay, 


Queens, kings, nor 28d ſhall tear thee from my arm, 
Till thou haſt heard me fully. 


Salem proceſſion to a dead march. Merope. Euricles, 
with the ſword, Eumenes, in chains. Guards. 


Prieſts, 


— 


7 riefts „ as to os erate qneen goes up 2 
and fneels filent, at the tomb. While the reſt rang 
themſelves, on each fide of the ſcene. 


* Nar. [to Iſm. ] Some black- ſoul'd fiend, ſome 
* fury ris'n from hell, 
* Has darken'd all diſcernment —Call'dſt thou not 
That fetter'd youth the murd'rer of Eunenes? 
In. I call'd him ſo, too truly. 
* Nar. He is Eumenes. 
What angry god miſleads the queen, to madneſs 
She 3 2 f killd——and kills Eumenes / 
In. Now are my heart's late tremblings well ex- 
« plain'd. 
Quick let me ruſh, and warn her erring hand. 
Mar. Not, for a thouſand worlds—to fave him, ſo, 
Mere but to loſe him, ſurer—— Poliphontes 
Has ears and eyes too near us. 
I may anon find means, when all are buſied 
To hide myſelf, unmaſk'd, amid'ſt the crowd.” 


Sad and ſolemn muſick. Then a ſong, of ſacrifice, 
by the chief prieft. 


Hear, from the dark and filent ſhade ! 
Hear, ye pale bands of death 

Gliding from graves, where once your bones were lid, 
Receive a murd”rer's breath. 


Chorus, 0 At and Virgins. 
Receive a MF ah breath. 0 
Mer. ¶ Rifeng and coming forward.] Where is this 
victim—odious, to all powers, 
But one, ——the dreadful Nen? 
[The guards bring up Eumenes. 
Euri. Yet, ere he dies, 
Twere fit, ſome force of torture ſhould compel him 


To name his vile accomplices. 


Mer. It ſhall. 


Say, monſter ! what rovok'd thee to this guilt : 


And what aſſociates join'd thee. 
B 2 | Eum 
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Eum. I appeal 
The gods, who find it fit my ſoul ſhou'd buy, 
At this dear rate, the moment's hope you lent it; 
Thoſe gods can witneſs for me; they | who curſe 
2 rjur'd, and diſclaim the baſe one's ſafety. 
lips : deteſt f impoſture: 
ho know I, 4 what change, in Heay' ns high will, 
I, who of late 10 bleſs'd, had touch'd your pity, 
F all, now, beneath your anger 
Mer. View this ſword. 
Tating the ſword from Euricles. 
Know you the dreadful object. 
Eum. 'Twas the villain's, 
My juſt hand puniſh'd with it. 
Mer. Seize him. Rend him. 
Switt to the deſtin'd altar, drag the traitor. 


He owns 1t! glories, in his bloody crime : 
And my ſhock'd ſoul akes, at him. 
[The guards ſeize him. 

Eum. Off — away [ Struggling. 
Spare your officious graſp——1 will be heard; 
One laſt loud word — In ſpite of arms and inſult. 
Mer. | After a fignal to the guards, awho quit Eumenes. ] 
Thou then, who deal'ſt in death, can'ſt find death 

fearful. | 

 Eum. No, madam! you miſtake. Death ſhakes the 
But he who i is a wretch receives him gladly. [happy : 


—Yet, gainſt imputed guilt, the humbleſ, wrong' d, 
Riſe, bold in innocence. 


rell me, nor let your pride deface your pity, 
Whoſe, ſo high-rated blood was this I ſhed? 


If he was dear to you, curs'd be my memory, 
Or I had rather loſt my own, than his. 


Mer. Where has this cruel wretch been taught 
Why was that look, ſo like Creſphontes, his ! [deceit ? 


[ Half fainting. 
Euri. Great queen! ſuſtain' your purpoſe. Think cf 


vengeance. 
The laws of nature,—and the lives of kings. 


Eum. 
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Eum. Do laws, and kings, then call injuſtice ver- 
geance ? l | 
Shame on the great! why long'd my eyes for courts ? 
Courts, where the pride of guiltlays claim to honour. 
* —Haughty of heart, why have they ſouls thus abject? 
They threaten, praiſe, fright, flatter, and inſult me! 
- Yet, oh! twas juſt.” I left my father, raſhly! 
Felt not the pangs : weigh'd not the tears I coſt him. 
Fate drew me from my foreſts guiltleſs quiet, 
Deaf to the warnings of a father's wiſdom : : 
Anda griev'd mother's bodings. 
Mer. Mother, ſaid he! 
_ Barbarian ! haſt thou yet a mother, left thee ? 
I was a mother too——till thy fell hand. 
Depriv'd me of a fon——and all life's comforts, 
Eum. A ſon your ſon ? 
Mer. Mine, monſter | murd' rer! mine, 
Eum. © If ſuch was my misfortune, ſuch my curſe,” 
If Heaven has made it pofſible———that he, 
Who in a fatal moment, err'd and fell 
By my ill-deſtinꝰd Taſtinefs, was your fon, 
Earth holds not ſuch another wretch as I am! | 
And mercy's fainteſt glimpſe ſhou'd ſhun to reach me. 
Mer.Mercy'! thou 7 7 If thou dar'ſt pray. 
Raiſe thy dumb hands: and aſk, in vain, from heaven, 
The mercy, thou deniedſt my dying ſon. 
Eum. Yet hear:  _ 
Mer. Stop his deteſted mouth; | : 
Force the doom'd victim to the altar's foot, 
Veil him from light, no more to be beheld: : 
Hide his quench'd eyes, for ever. 
(Two Priefls approaching, with a weil, be ſnatches it, 
' and throws it from bim. | 
Eum. Off! ye vain forms! 
Cover the eyes of cowards: mine diſdain ye, 
Mine can, with ſtedfaſt and advancing ſcorn, 
Look in death's face; fullſighted. When it comes 
*T1s to be met, not hid 
| Welcome, eternal day; bad world, farewel. 
_— [ He advances, . 
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Adwances, between the Priefts, to the tomb—follow'd by 


the Queen, Euricles, Iſmene, Qc.] 


Mer. [At the tomb—with the ſword drawn, and Eu- 
menes &zeel/ing ready. | 


S ace, of my murder'd huſband !—hear my call. 
[ Chorus of fingers woices. 


Oh! hear. 
Mer. Soul of my bleeding fon ! hear, thou- — 
[ Chorus of fingers voices. 
Oh ! hear. 


Mer. Un-expiated ſouls !—if, in thoſe glooms, 
Where walk the ſullen ghoſts of earth-wrong d kings, 
You hear atonement's voice, and wait — 8 
Riſe, from your dire domains ! 


[ Chorus of voices. 
Oh! riſe. 80 


Mer. Thou, laſt, 


Tremend'ous power | pale goddeſs ! preſent, ill, 
To direfal vengeance {ob this lifted arm, 
And thus aſſiſting 
Iſmene preventing the blow, Narbas breaks into fight, 
and cries ont loudly, 
Stay, ſtay that blood, 
Death has alrea Ae. buſy, here: * 
And Heaven diſclaims ſuch ſacrifice, 
* ſina fi b and trembling altitude, Who art 
ou ? | 
Euri. O, *tis Narbas 
Cautious conceal this chance, or ruin finds Lim. 
1/m. (—afrde—10 the Queen.) Yours victim is your 
Mn, the prince, Euments ; 

{Merope ls fall the ſfavord—aftoniſh'd, and tremblin 
Fum. (—raifing kimſelf to look round.) 1 — 2 
well-known voice, now heard no longer. 

Open, ſad eyes ! once more, from the grave's brink, 

And find what ſeem'd—oh ! *tis—it is—my father 
Nar. (afide, to Eum.] Hear: and be mute. Thy 

fare, unwary youth ! 

D thy filence. 

Eum. Wher.ce, O ye powers ! 


y purpoſe. 


Can 


— — 
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Can all theſe myſt'ries riſe 
Mer. Oh! — tis too much— 7 
And life and I are loſt. 


Faints, and 4 by Iſm 
Nar. Aſſiſt the Lare 2 ; „ eng.) 


Iſm. Stay your unhallow'd rites : the queen's in 


ger. 
uri. Quit, rev'rend prieſts ! your unpropitious ſa- 
crifice. [Exeunt Priefts. 


Follow me, gus uards, I will ſecure your victim. 
Eum. Q, cher 


Nar. (to um.) Shun me, and patient wait ch“ im- 
portant cau 


Zum. O. did me, ere I die, but hope your pardon: 
And, if I leave you bleſsd— tis all my prayer. 
Nar. No more.— The gods, Who love, reward thy 
virtue! 
[The Soldiers, and Euricles go of with Eumencs. 
I. Kind Heaven reſtores the 3 
Mer. Where |—whither have ye |= me — 


—4 mene *—what means this Why weepm ns? 
— Qh ! I have kill'd him: . wildh — * | 
or I ſeg him not: KS 
And I am doom'd to pains in life immortal. 
Nar. Eaſe your ſad hearts too apprehenfive ſtartings, 
Euricles has fecur'd him: And nothing's known. 


Mer. Still that kind viſion haunts me. Art thou 
Narbas ? | 


| Nar. Let my tears anſwer -in this guſh of Joy— 
I give you back my truſt, my king Eumenet. 
Mer. (on her hnees.) O, 2 — Heaven ! ſup port 


a woman's weakneſs : 


And, what my heart, yet panting, fails to utter, 
e 


Take, from my ſoul's touch'd ſenſe ; and make my 
prayer. 
You are too great, for thanks ! too good, fe grey 
| Ni /e. 
Euri, (re-entering haſtily. ) Death to thꝰ 1 2 
t's thirſt of inſult! 
royal ſcandal, to the name he n 


3 4 74 Has 


— — 
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Has, with ſome fatal purpoſe, ſeiz'd the king; 
And holds him to examine. | 3 
Mer. Follow me. | | 

Now ſhall he ſee, what marks 8 the queen; 
What diff rence, *twixt the guilty, and the wrong d. 
Nar. (eing.) Madam! — It muſt not be, 

Euri. Stay: Curb this raſnneſs. 

Mer. Is he not mine! 1s he not yours 
 Euri. The moment you confeſs that 3 . 
No god, but hated Hymer, faves Eumenes. _ 

Mer. There, thou haſt let in light, upon my foul, 
Rather than wed this „ — 

Nar. Wed him? | #544. + © FREE 
Wed —Polipbontes ! ee ve eee e 
Eur. Him. | GAs 

 Nar. The world's laſt ben AD TOS - 
Wrani in ſurrounding fires, had leſs amaz'd me.! 

* ZEuri. "Tis with that view the peo 583 call kim *. 
Since he reveng'd Creſphonter Blood, they ſay, 


He, beſt 
curſe of death ſurround kim! 


Nar. He Every 
He! He reveng'd The villain's own damn'd train 
Shed,—fpilt it. I beheld em; trac'd the fiend 
Thro' all his dark diſguiſes ——thro? night's eye 
Saw the pale murd'rer ſtalk amidſt his furies. 

His was the half-hid torch, —the poſtern key), 
'That open'd to the rebels rage the palace. 2 
Inn the pierc'd infant breaſts of two doom' d i innocents, 
I ſaw him plunge his poignard : twice receiv'd it, a 
Deep, in my own, encumber'd with my x hare: 
Struggling, to bear the third fav'd prince to ler; ; 
And, trac "4 by my loſt blood, with pain eſcap'd him. 

Mer. When will my growing horrors reach their end! 
Oh! my fix*d hate was inſtinct. Something, fatal, 
Dwelt on his dreadful brow, and bad me ſhun him. 
Blind! headlong ! itl-diſcerning ! noiſe-driv*n people! 
| Euri. (looking aut.) Soft the tyrant comes! 

Mer. Can the leave that poſiible ? 
Narbas, be hid, this moment—— — [Exit Narbas. 


Exricles A 
Fly thou find to my mournful ſon acceſs, 


Comfort 


UV eu 


Look——aid admire the wonders of 


This youth they tell me you ſuſpect ac 
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Comfort his fear hut keep the ſecret from him. 
| Exit Euricles. 


Enter Poliphontes in nuptial robes, Erox, and Train. 


Pol. Health to my ſovereign, late! Now — ſo the ſtates 


Decree — my wife my fiſter! and my ſoul! 
Dreſs'd is the altar; and the prieſts attend. N 


—— Nay, do not turn aſide, and ſhun your triumph. 
ur power ! 

The God of love, to-day, ſmoothes all my wrinkles : 
And I am taught by joy to ſmile back youth. 
One care alone precedes impatient love. 
They tell me, your tog tender heart recoil'd: 


And loſt your purpos'd vengeance. Let it be. ; 


Beauty was meant to wound a gentler way. | 
Mine, be the ſtroke of juſtice. When I view 


This murd'rous ftripling, thro' the grief he brought 
ou, | x | 
Pity diflaine his cauſe, and fate demands him. 


Mer. I find myſelf, tis true; too weak, for vengeance. 
Wou'd I had r, more equal to my wron 
Pol. Leave it to me; tis a king's right. I claim it. 
Mer. I ſhall confider of it. | 8 
Pol. Why ? what doubt you? 
Slackens your anger? that your vengeance. heſitate! 
Is. your ſon's mem'ry now, leſs dear, than lately? 
Mer. Periſh, the. will, that wrongs him! but this 
murd' rer. 


complices— - 
Were it not prudent to ſuſpend his fate, x 
Till he. declares, who join d him? 
Pal. What expect you 
To clear, beyond. your ſon's known fall? 
Mer. His father — 1 | 
That was a cup of gall.-—Oh ! conſcious guilt Þ 
How dumb, thy voice, unlook'd- for, ſtrikes the bold ! 
| 7 8 gr r [ Afede.. . 
Pal. ( after 9 Well ——ev'n of that too, 8 
wie ourſelf will aſk him. , 
Mer. You are too buſy, fir! in a purſuit, , 
That, leaſt, admits your quick ning. | 
Pal. Strange perplexity* ! | 
* - That 


* 
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That what moſt ſeeks your eaſe ſhou'd moſt offend ! 


But, ſpring it, whence it may, the cauſe remov'd, 
There, ends the doubt, and pain.—— This wretch 
a ſhall die. 

Mer. Barbarian! horrible, inhuman— Sir 
Why have you ſought to ſtartle me: ] fear'ꝰd 
You meant to ſnatch my victim from —my vengeance. 

Pol. Zut—— ſhall he really die? 

Mer. Die !-—Who !—He—die ? 
Pol. This murd'rer of your ſon. 
Mer. Igo, this moment; 
And will, alone, examine him. 

Pol. Stay, madam. 
This new embarraſſment of mingled pains ; 
This tenderneſs in rage; theſe hopes, fears, ſtartings, 
This art, to colour ſome ill-hid diſtreſs, 

That caſts con fuſion o'er your troubled ſoul: 


[ Going 


Half ſentences, broke ſhort ; looks, fill'd with horror, 


Are nature's thin dif , to cover dan 


— Something you will not tell alarms my caution ; : 
And bids my ſummon'd fear take place of love. 
In ent'ring, here, I had a glimpſe, but now, 

Of an old man, who ſeem'd to ſhun my preſence. 
Why ts he fled ?- ———— Who was he? 

Mer. Scarce yet call'd 
A king—and ſee ! already fill'd with jealoufies ! 

Pol. Be 8 , and bear your part, then. — Burthens, 
| har? 
Preſs light the eas'd ſuſtainers.—Come ; your hand. 

Mer. A moment finee, you talk'd but of reven 

Now, tis again all love Away: keep ſeparate, 
Two .. nature never yet ſaw join J. 


Let it be ſo, then. Death ſhall ſtrait remove 
11 obſtacle: And one wifi remains. 


Follow, at leiſure you, while I prepare. 


[ Exeunt Pelllabe ning. Erox and Train. 


Mer. Act for me, now, and 1 5 me, great Alcizes ! 
To power like thine, all things ar le: 


And grief, oppreſs'd on earth, finds — 1 — 
T hen when the wwoe-funk heart is tir'd avith care, 


And every human proſped bids deſpair, 
3 Break 
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Break but one gleam of heav nly comfort, in; 


And a new race of triumphs, thence, begin 
[ Exit. with attendants. 


- 
. 
— — 
_ 


- — — 
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8 CE NE, The Caſtle Poliphontes. 
Enter Poliphontes and Erox. 


Pol. O HE has _ views, I mine.—I ſhou'd have 
fear'd, 

Some hint's officious reach had touch'd her ear; 
I ſhou'd have dreamt, her eyes had catch'd ſome glance, 
To guide diſcovery, down the dark abyſs, 
Where my cloſe crime lies veil'd, in dumb ooſcarity. 
hut, that I know, ſhe i is a woman —Frax /! 
And born to be capricious. 

rox. Pride not diſtaſte, 
Holds out her heart againſt you. 

Pol. Let her keep it. | 
My hope is humbler, Zrox. *Tis her 8 
I ſeek : hearts are girls gifts to ſchool · bo 
Now, let her ſpleen ſtart wild. When time 4 — 
Means ſhall be found to curb it Thou art come 
From ſounding this fierce captive ſon of wonder. 
What have thy thoughts concluded ? 

Erox. Tis — he. 
No race of Hercules need, there, alarm you. 


This but ſome rural brave, of ſimple nurture; - 
Void of ambition's flame: bold, blunt and hone : 


Fearleſs of menace, taſteleſs of reward, 


And wanting ev'n the with, to ns, for . 
He cannot be Zamenes. 

Pol. Who, then, is he? 

Erox. He ſays he is a ſhepherd's ſon : —what, more, 
He will not be provok'd, nor brib'd, to tell. _ 
Firm without fierceneſs ; without weaknels, gentle, 
Open as day- light; yet, as dumb, as death; 
Spite of m prejudice, he forc'd my praiſe, 


And hatred muſt admire him. 


Pol. Praiſe him on. Be 
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Be what, or whom, he may, tis fit he die. 


The people, who conclude his puniſhment ._ _ 
Inflicted, for Eumenes fancy'd murder, 


Will dream that race extinct; and cleave to me. 
So danger comes leſs near: Nor thakes my throne. * 


— What haſt thou learnt, of that conceal'd preſumer, 


Who, when the arm of Merope was rais'd, 

Reftrain'd. it, with ſome power that touch d her ſoul! ? 
Erox. 2 young man call'd him father. Chance, it 

eems, 

In that nice moment, brought him to his view. 

He mov'd the queen's compaſſion, for his ſon, 

Fled, like a wanton, from the good man's care, ; 

Who, i in his ſearch, came ſorrowing on, from Elis. 


Pol. I cannot truſt this tale. Thou grow'ſt too Cre- 
dulous, 


Myſterious caution hangs too thick a veil 
O'er all their late proceedings. That old man | 
Left the queen's preſence, — ung, at my entrance. 
Why was he hid, if a young ruſtick's father ? 
Why ſhou'd my comin y fright him ? He has heard 
Since then, his ſons =», Af. 49 Long dwells 
But in my menace : Yet he comes not near me. 
J had, ere now, beheld him at my feet, 
Had has heart trembled with a father's terrors. 
Erox. See fir | he's free—and mare queen, 
how near! 
Pol. I note it, and determine. 
—— Now my ſiſter. 
Enter Merope, Iſmene, Euricles, Eumenes, and 
Guards. 
Mer. You ſee, fir! I dare know, and uſe; my 32 
How had your will preſum'd to ſeize my victim ? 
Am I but queen of ſhadows ? that my vengeance 
Muſt move, as you direct it? 
. Pol, Nobly urg d 
The victim is your right, requires your hand: 
Mine had defac'd your vengeance.— I aſſum'd 
Pretence to aid it, but to fire your languor. 


Take courage. I OPS With his blood 


* 
=, 


Waſh 


A" - 
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Waſh this reluctant faintneſs from your heart: 
And give it warmth to meet me at the altar. 

Mer. Horrid, and impious, hope ! 

Pol. Looks love ſo frightful? 

Zum. [to Pol.] Who taught thee to aſſociate love 
woith cruelty? ' 
What right has Cupid to a captive” s blood ? N 
— Yet, miſpreſume 1 me not, that I court thy pity— 
He has too poor à view from life, to prize it, 

Whoſe death can only ſerve, to ſhorten pain. 

— Baut, I am told, * eall'ſt thyſelf a king. 
Know, if thou art one, that the have rights: 
And power, in all its pride, is leſs than juſtice. 

lam a ſtranger, —innocent,—and friendleſs, — 
And that —— which thou ow'R, to all, 
Is doubly Se to me :———PFor, I'm unhappy. 

Pol. — is for worth: Guilt calls for ven- 
ance. 
Eum. And what does wrongs licentious inſult call for? 
In my own juſt defence, I kill'd a robber: 
Law call'd it murder; and the queen condemn'd me. 


© Queens may miſtake. E'vn gods, who love, grow par- 
. „ + Sale 

I can forgive th lnjeflics of a mother : | 
And cou'd have bleſs'd her hand, beneath the blow. 
Nature has weakneſſes, that err to virtue? 
—But, what haſt thou to do with mother's vengeance? 
Law, that ſhocks equity, is reaſon's murder. 

Pol. So young! ſo wretched !—and fo arrogant! 
Methinks, the pride of an Alcide blood 
Cou'd ſcarce have fwell'd a foul to loftier boldneſs ! 
Aer. Pity preſumpizous * "Tis youth" s preroga- 

tive. 


Pol. ww while, how keep fuch unpoliſh'd plait- 
ne 


To move defence, from art ſo ſill'd as yours. 


Your ſon, ſure! lives. 


Mer. Lives! and ſhall live. I truſt him to the gods : 
They can—they did they will protect him. 
Tul. What cannot woman's pity | none, who marks 


The 
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The willing pardon your ſoft looks inſure him, 
Can charge your heart with cruelty. 

Mer. My looks, | b. 
Perhaps, hint meanings, prudence ſhou'd decline 
To lend too loud a tongue to but, there are, 
Whoſe heart ſpeaks nothing: Yet tells all, by actions. 

Pol. Mark, if I ſpeak not, now, my heart's true 

y p, 

Traitor ! receive thy doom. | 
Drawing his ſword. 

Mer. | Interpoſing.] Strike has, — I 

Menace my breaſt ; not his. DIFF, 

Pol. Whoſe heart ſpeaks, now ? | 

Eum. Now, ye immortals! not to die, were not 
To triumph. To be pitied, here! ſo pitied ! 

By ſuch a queen as 'Merope /——"Tis glory 
That every power beneath a God might envy! 

Pol. If Jon wou'd have him live, confeſs, who is 

he? 4 Lo J. | 

Mer. He———1s : 
Fur. [To Iſmene.] Oh! we are loft. 

In. All, all, is hopeleſs.” 

Pol. If he has right in you, be ſwift to own him : 
Or, loſe him by your filence. | | 

| | { Offers 0 hill Eumenes. 

Mer. Stay——he is | | 

Pol. Who? what ?—— ſay, quickly. | 

Mer. He is my ſon, Ezmenes. 5 N 

Pal. (Starting, and afide.} Tis as I fear'd; and all 


my ſchemes are air. | 

14 7 Stands penſruely fi d. 
Eum. Heav'n's !——— Did I hear that, rightly ? 
Mer. [ Embracing him.) Thou art my ſon. 

Loud in the face of men and ears of Gods, 

Creſphontes was thy father: I atteſt it: | 

I tell it to the winds: proclaim it——boaſt it, 

Hear it, thou ſoul of murder ! I have found him : 

And, if I loſe him, now, whole Heaven ſhall curſe 

thee. | | 
Zum. I cannot comprehend it !——Yet, I * 
; 0 


* 
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To thank you— but for deigning to deceive me. 
© Bleſs'd is his fate, who dies, in ſuch a dream! 
Mer. — way, thou art deceiv'd.— The mother's 
ove 

Forgets the monarch's danger. — — 

Pol. [Starting.] Go on l meditated ——but— 

ſpeak, madam. 


Mer. Thou now haſt wrung, from my affrighted 


heart, 
The ſeeret, that d it. Thou behold'ſt 
Thy king, diſtreſs' d, before thee.—Sigh, if thou can'ſt, 
Sigh, —for the fon, prince, — = be and nature. 

Pol. How to refolve will aſk ſome needful pauſe. - 
— Mean while, it ſhakes my faith, to truſt your ſtory. 
You hear, the young man's honeſty diſclaims 


This greatneſs, you wou'd lend him. 


Eum. Modeſt ſenſe 

Of my unequal worth compell'd ſome- doubting ; 

But, now, tis truth conteſtleſs. Royal tears 

Flow not for pitied falſehood ; and they it. 

Mer. Tears touch not hearts of flint; and 1 will 

ſpare em. 

Did your pride [4zee/;] hear me For, your pity 
cannot. 

See me att dumble-fappliane, at your feet, 

Now firſt con feſſing J can fear your anger. 

This ſhou'd, beyond all 1 of tears, convince you, 


Thar Merope's his mother. ———Still, you frown : 
T forget 
My own long n my and inſults: 


wrongs, 

Smile to the future and abſolve the paſt. 
Let him but breathe——to reign, where to be 
wretched; | 
' —Cruel ! you anſwer- nothing look leſs dreadful. 
Eaſe my diſtracted ſoul and ſpeak ſome comfort. 

Eum. O, madam”! quit that poſture. My proud 

heart 

Aſpires to keep the glory yon have lent it. 
If I, indeed, was born, to call you mother, — 
Wh do I ſee and hear ou, not a queen ? 
F F [ Raiſes her. 
Nor 


4⁰ M. Ann 


— Nor think my foul too haugh 
Abſolves dejection: tis the 
To feel, without complaining. . 
Now f Strike, 
s , reſtrain'd from act, takes pride to ſuffer. 
Pol. Ie Merope. Tis well. 1 — with juſt | 
attention, heard ; © 
And, in impaztial filence, weigh d it, .. 
Vour ſorrow claims ſome right to call for mine: 
r earos LONe Pam 
; | [Takes Eumenes by the hand. 
Into my heedful.care z remit his ſentence, 
And, if found yours, adopt him as my ſon. 
Fam. Yours, ſaid you? Vours 
Aer. Be patient, good Eumenes. - ä 
Pol. Vou rule his - You know what price 
I rate his life at. Smile, and meet my wiſhes. - 
For, may the Gods, conjointly, curſe-my-reign, . 
If he — refuſal of my prayer! 
Bethink you In an hour, I mall expect you; 
Where, at the altar, to th' atteſting powers, 
You may mom your choice. That moment makes. | 


My . * my fm: Till then, farewel. 
Mer. 6 be ſo cruel.—Leave him, with me: 5 
To ſee him, might perſuade me. 

Pal. See him, there: 
See him, in Hymen's temple. Teac attend him. 


1 ann. 
Eun. O, queen! O, mother! - 
If I, already, dare aſſume a right . IP 

To call you, by that dear, that awful name: 
Think, nothing, that may miſbecome your _ 
Do, nothing, that may mix contempt- with mine. . 
l leave you to the care of Heav'n; and die. 
Lead me to the tyrant. [Exeunt Eum. and Erox. 

Mer. Fly, follow, Euricles ; hold thy kind eye 
Fix'd to this tyrant's motions. -Fain would I dream, 
He threatens, but to fright me. 

« Furi. Willing hope 
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80 latters, to deceive you. Too; too ſure, 
* His purpoſe ! Ev'n by nature, ſtern and bloody, 
* How more, when power and ſafety prompt his cru- 
Hay a7 Exit Euricles.” 
Mer. Find. ch y good father, haſte, I/mene; call him. 
Tell him, Gres rows headftrong, and * foul | 
Sickens for want of counſel, -. . 
In. [ Afede.)] What a blindnefs _ 
* Is thirſt of human grandeur! Give me, Gods! 11 
* A cottage, and concealment. Save the queen 1 | 
* And, from the curſe of courts, rote place me. 


4 


-- 


. 


Exit Iſmene. 
Mer. [Alone] No, 2 none; u ruler of the 
ars, | 

G of my 1 


my belov'd fon ! my eyes have loft thee, ever. 

1 mali no more ſnatch comfort from thy hopes, 

Or wonder at thy ſweetneſs.“ ä 

Why have the deities itted this? 

Why have they ſported with a mortal's mind, 

Unpitying it's diſtraction? ſent him to me 

From a far diſtant land? Sent him, for what! 

To glut the murd”rer's ſword, who kill'd his "mm 

Wet, you are juſt, ye Gods Amazing darkneſs 

Jwells o'er th' 2 will, and hides all cauſe. 

I muſt not dare to tax Almighty 17 

For what I ſuffer from it. Let it but pa 

With that curs'd tyrant”s puniſhment ind : 

Let me but ſee myſelf depriv'd of him | 
ee him expell'd, from light, from earth ee 


4 


eep, as chearleſs . below can plunge him! 

And I will Is rug (Anceling ] a wretch, and thank your 
_ juſtice. 

2 "Enter Iimene and Narbas.. 

 Nar. O, , queen?! auguft in woes !. what wrongs aze 

yours! | 
Mer. 5 1 Yes, Narbas,——T have ſacrific'd 
my fon 


Have given him up, to death——have, madly, own own'd 
ARE”? "I — What 
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——— What mother, who beheld her ſon, as I did, 

Doom d and endanger d, cou'd have, then, kept ſilence ! 
Nar. Gen'rous y our purpoſe ! ! gloriouſly, you err'd { 

And fell, but foes i a height, twas fame, to reach. 

Dry up your tears, and ſummon all your ſoul : 

Time preſſes, —and a moment, loſt, is fate. 

[Shouts heard. 


In. [ Looking ent.] Uproat, and cries without, in 
riſing wilderneſs, 


Heard from the city, reach the palace walls : 
Sure ſign of new confuſion ! | 


Nar. I ſaw the tyrant meet th” expectin reſts 
Attended, not in 70 meneal robes, ; 1 
But veſtments, ſack 1 as ſacrifice demands ; 
And pomp of bloody rites, at dreadful altars. 
To theſe, his hand conſign'd the victim, led: 
And deaP ning ſhouts receiv'd him. From the train 
Of prieſtly horrors, this way moy'd their chiefs ; 
Follow'd by loud, licentious, burſts of jop. 
Amid th' enormous ſwell of whoſe e roar, 
All, I diſtinctly heard was Poliphontes. 
Mur. Where are my guards ? umd. for my 

| vengeance, call em. 
. Enter Three Prieſts, 
' Mer. What! are ye here already: Out of my 


 figh 
Ye ſanctify 2 d deceits ! _ whoſe bold arts 
Rule ws 3 and compel even kings, to awe! 
Be gone, fly, vaniſh—— 
Ye mouths of mercy ! and ye hands of blood ! 
Chief EE „ and wrongs, claim Tu to 
r 
And Heaven's affronted vot'ries muſt 
Mer. Cool, in your cruelty !-—* Reli dos s vell 
© Ill cloaks rebellion's licence. 'Death was your errand. 
Why talk you of forgiveneſs : tis not yours. 
Chief Pr. Not in death's cauſe we come ; but Hea- 
ven's— and love's. 
If vows were plighted, twixt the king and you, 
No power on earth diſſolves em. 
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Mer. Falſe, as hell! WM: 
He knows, I heard his hated vows with horror. 
light inſolence To this ill- founded charge, 
Silence, and ſcorn, ſhall anſwer. [Turning away. 
Chief Pr. Gracious ſovereign ! 
Suſpend your _ tis unjuſtly rais'd, 
—Enlighten, and command us. Pound too eaſy 
In one wrong'd faith, we twice, perhaps, have err'd : 
Alike GP, in both. —Un that brow : 
And deign to teach our doubt, what name to give 
This ſtranger? this young captive to the king? 
Mer. "Give him the name you dare to miſapply. 
Call him your king—my ſony loſt Cumenes. 
Chief Pr. Hear that, prophetic foul | high Heaven! 
I tremble, 
great diſcovery comes too late. 
le crowd the waiting altar: 
And, erring in their zeal, miſ-hail the day, 
— What can be, ſhall be try d, to croſs his doom. 
ſhall be taught, with W beid, adventrous . 


To Res yuan 11 right. — and, hence, rah 
Learn ae — and no more, let looſe 


Mer. —This ſolemn © neſs of 
Struek my too conſcious g , with infelt awe | 
I have been warm too ſoon : and juſt, too late. 


bat, the religion's guardians taint ber tide : / 

Pure is the fountain, the the fiream flows wide e 

T oo oft her erring guides her cauſe betray : 

Yet, rage grows impious, when it bars her way. 
— 


ACT. 
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Enter Eumenes, Narbas ard Euricles. 

Zum. " HINK, think u our danger: fly, 

1 lov'd father R 
Fly from the tyrant's power, and leave me to my fate. 
Mar. All ſenſe of my own danger loft, in yours, 
I threw myſelf, leſs, at his fee. 
Full of the fatal ſubject, I began, + 3 
-Uncautious in my tranſport. _ Starting conſcience · 
n —4 from the face of truth. * ſhun'd to ores 

roke ſhort, reply'd”twas well: gave me permiſfion ; 
Nay, full of — y zeal, jnjoin'd my —— 
Bad me go pay my laſt ſhort debt, of counſel : 
And try to bend yout heart to meet his will. — 
Turi. He added that his queen he call d her his l 
bluſh to name her ſuch: but ſo, he charg'd me. 
Since ſhe, he ſaid, in pity but for you, © 
Yields a relu@ant hand, to cloſe with his, © 
Tis time, her ſon, whoſe life ſhe holds ſo:dear;. 
Aids his on int'reft, and confirms her ſafety. 
— The reſt, he paus*d and thought : but held it in, 
Frown'd a diſdainfal nod and bad us leave him. 

Eum. Slowly awaking, from my dream of wonders, . 
I ſeem re-born, to ſome new world, unknown; 
Where every thing; I meet with, ſhocks my ſoul. - 
© You talk of dying; whilſt I, yet, half doubt, 
Whether, exiſting now, I really live!“ | 
If I am, truly, the loſt wretch I ſeem, _ _ - 
If in Mycene now inclos'd, I find | 
Queen Merope, my mother—King Cre/phontes 
My father, murder'd—his fear d murd' rer crown d, 
With his ſtol'n diadem: and, in it, daring 
Offer his widow'd queen a hand, ſtain'd, frightful, 
In her firſt n blood All this, to me 
Seems, while I drink in Heaven's fair light, and * ; 
4 y & e On 5 
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Yon manſions of the Gods, who 
Incredible aſtoniſhing —and horrid ! 
Euri. Tis horrible, indeed! too dark for thought $ 
— But, reaſon's line wants depth to ſound Heaven's 
will. 
Nar. Deign, my devoted prince! my king ! my ſon! 
Suffer me, ſtill, to uſe that long-lov'd name 
Deign but—to live. —— Time, chance, and fortune BY 
changes, | | 
May vindicate your glory.—Since the tyrant 
Tempts to betray—reward him, with his own. 
Decewe deceivers, and deceit g virtue. 
Zum. This, in thy foreſts, Lis! had I heard, 
Even there, I ſhou'd have blub d to hear, from 
Marat! | 
But, as I am. No more.—— 
Kind was your motives !—pitying my diſtreſs, 
You, but, forgot my duty. | 
Nar. Happy foreſts! 
Wou'd, ye were ours, once more! there i 


man 


with us: 

There, ſafety ſlept, uon unguarded hills, 
And every tree's ſoft ſhadow cover'd anguiſh. 
«© Euri. Soft! behold ! the tyrant comes! 

Enter Poliphontes,./peaking to the foregoing. 
;Pol. Retire: and — 5 1 / * 
[Exeunt Euricles asd Narbas. 
- And thou, raſh youth! 
Whoſe un 'd years, and gen'rous plainneſs, 
Fill me with all che pity, due to weakneſs! 
For the laſt time I come, to bring thee power. 
Leave to my-toil, to ſmooth thy future paths; 
And root out faftion's thorns, which trouble empire. 
—When I am dead—as age admits ſhort ſtay, 
Thou, and my dHerope will reign, at eaſe, | 
And thank my painful cares: and love my memory. 
— Why art thous dumb ?——Pauſe on II read mw, 
Thou han 1 [2 a kind of ſtubborn pride, 
Call'd 66— miſtak*ſt it, for a virtue, — 
| — Tis 


LY 
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— Tis virtue: when tion drives it not: 

But ſuffers thought to guide it. 

Eum. Guiding thought 
Has held me — = — anſwer me. 
Am I Mycene's monarch ? 

Poli. For thy birth, 

Be it, * — 4 or wick, or chance, ne it, 

If, from ſome lew, — nameleſs flock, derived, 

Be humble, and advis'd——and riſe to greatneſs. 

If happier offspring caſt thee for a king, 

Make thyſelf worthy, of the crown I mean thee. 

—  *'Tis but, to wait me to the marriage altar, 

Where love, and Merope, and peace, attend. 

There, to the Gods and me, (Mycene's guardians) 

Swear homage, and devote thy faithful ſword. 

That done, ſports, joys, and ſafety, crown thy youth: 

And, in thy riper years, — the diadem. 

—— Determine. 
Eum. Tis determin'd. | 
Poli. Tell me how? ; 
Zum. Why am I left unfree to chuſe yet preſs'd 

To tell thee my decifion ?—— The compelPd 

To yield, diſgrace conſent: and make faith doubtful. 

I am a captive. He, who holds not freedom, 

Has not his will his o n: and chuſes nothing. 


Poli. Fierce, amid miſery ! thou, at once, art brave, 


And inſolent, and wretched !——but, bewa e, 

Nor truſt, too far, my pity of thy poorneſs. 

I give thee, yet, ſome moments, to reſolve. 

I go, before thee: but, my guards attend, 

To bring thee to the altar. Come, determin'd 

To ſwear—and hope my crown, and live, my ſon: 

Or die, a _ un-own'd, and loſe thy name. | 

[4s going. 

Zum. eres. him.) Thou goeſt then ? | 

ws” ping: * expect thee. 

um. I will come. | 

| * with me, (tremble to be told it,) comes 

The God, that rais'd my race to root out tyrants. 


Soon tall the throne thou ſtol'ſt no more be thine : 
Horror 
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Horror and penitence ſhall pale thoſe eyes, 
Whoſe daring infolence now frown on virtue. 
Menace and inſult, then, ſhall quit thy voice, 
And graaning anguiſh prind i it What the Gods 
Reſtrain my hand from reaching, happier ſons - 
Of my immortal fire ſhall riſe, to execute: 
And hurl thee from a power, that hurts mankind, 

Poli. Here Narbas 7. Euricles !——You may return, 

Enter Narbas and Euricles. 

I leave him to your leſſons. Too too deeply, 
He feels their paſt 1 impreffion. Teach him better : 
Or your exacted heads ſhall anſwer to me, 
For every well-known help I owe your hatred, 
—Narbas! Thy age, I think, might beſt be truſted. 
Experience Nan. his dangers open to thee. 
Thou, as thou lov'ſt, adviſe him. Whether born 
The ſon of Merope, or thine, no matter, 
I muſt adopt him mine,. or death demands him, 


[Exit Poliphontes, 
Eum. Where did this ill-inſtructed tyrant learn 


To threaten, for perſuaſion !\=——-I ſuſpect, | 
He does not ſeem to doubt, but doubts indeed. 


I ſhare no blood of Hercules. He's : 
And calld me, to his altar. Let us follow, — - 
Narbas. Stay, —— Whither wou'd ſuch fatal raſhneſs 
lead you ? 
Euri, The queen has friends, howe'er too weak, 
too few ; 


Who dare defend her cauſe.” Give us but time 

To weigh, and to reſolve, and theſe ſhall aid you. 
Eam. No,-—In an hour ſo black, fo dire as this, 

I taſk but m = heart, and Heaven, to aid me. 


If I muſt fall, I mll.——1I go—tot 
What God forſakes the friendleſs * 


[ Going out, meets Merope and ene, 
Mer. Stay, my ſon 
Th' uſurper ſends me to thee. —Reft, abend 
His errand: but my own requires thy ear. 
It has, perhaps, as told thee, that the woman 
Conquers the queen, jo 
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let na light credit of a guilt ſo ſhameful. *' 
Inſult the daughter, mother, wife, —ah, me! 
And widow———of a king.——Yet, I maſt 8 
Muſt, at the altar, lend my — Ion 
And ſeem 0, Heaven 
Eum. O, 1 ſo, * i 
Were ſo to y 1h Can Gloma vows, at altars, - 


Leave room for art's evaſions? : See me, ſooner, 
; 4 pag the; the ſpotted ſtone with blood: 


* And my torn breaſt th unſeemin ſacrifice. ; | 
* Mer. Solook'd, ſo ſpoke—ſo, , frown 'd, 
5 re/phontes, 


Full of thy godlike father, copy too, 
The Rel 9 de lent me. He had ſcorn 'd. 
To doubt me, for a moment, leſs then guys. 

* Eym. If I was guilty, —think.'—— 

Mer. Neo more. Time preſſes ant y 

Hear my reſolving will, and curb thy ww. 
'Th' uſurper of thy throne no ſooner joins 
My hand's — 5 conſent, than, at the altar, 
He ſwears in all- the pomp of prieſtly witneſs, 
To free thee from thy-chains and, from that hour, 
Confirm ſucceſſion, thine.— 

Zum. Think, at what price comes empire, bought 

\ 4.0 dear! ; 
Rather than ſee you wed this— 
Mer. Raſh, a in — 
Bound, by an oath, fo witneſs'd by the Gods. 
And all Mycene's- iefts——and all her peers 
He dares not bre : and thou liv'|, to reign. 
— For me; who have, thenceforth, no call for life, 
1 ſeek thy father, in the glooms, below. 
um. No more. | | 
It ſhall not be.—See ! my repugnant ſoul $ 
Shrinks from th* abhorr'd conception. The felt God, 
The God, glows, in me: ſwells, * controul : 
And every ſpringy nerve is active fire 
| Come on, friends! father | mother truſt my 
firmneſs. __ 
ors if J * a heart, that brooks this wrong: &2 
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That pootly pants, for a baſe hour of life —— 
And let a woman's blood outdare a 1. fop (Going, 
Mer. Oh! ſtay: return. Call: op him 

uri. Sir! ö 

Nar. Prince !. 

Mer. Son! 


Eum. (Returnin Look out: fee ar: view 
©3404 25 aber tomb. * 
Know you his voice !. Are your * * 
Co Me liſten 745 
1 hear him. - Hark \—my king, my father calls! 
Mer. Methinks the God 
He talk'd of, ſwells, indeed, his widening fouT, 
Lifts him above himſelf-——above mankind. 
Eum. Come—let me lead you to the altar's foot. 
There hear, there ſee—there dwells th'eternal's eye l. 
Mer. Ah ! what is th y deſign !. 
Eum. To die. to ve. LY 
Eriends !—in this warm embrace, divide my ſonl. 
[To Narbas, _ | preſſes bin tenderly... 
Weep not, my 'Narbas. 
No bluſh, for deeds unworthy your inſtructions, 
Shall tain remembrance of the care I coſt you. 
Stay thou, that this good lord returning from me, 
May find thee, and i impart a 3 hope 
Whereon your council may direct and ſave. 
On to the work of fate it calls me hence 
L hear it, and obey. . 


- 


[ Exit Eum. Mer. * uri. 

Nar. Away -I wou'd not ſee thee ſhare my ſorrow. 

I/m. Oh! 4 t 500g too poor a wiſh. Heaven knows, 
I ſee ol 


No ſhare, ——T long for power, to bear it all. 
Nar. Thou art too Gol fr courts — where ruin: 


Ppreys. 
On i innocence ; and nought but ouile | is ſafe. 
What are thy r* of this loſt prince's virtues. 
Im. I am unſkilPd in men: and, moſt, in kings. 
Bur, ſure! ifever beauty dweltinform, 


Courage in gentleneſs, or truth in grandeur, 
Al thoſe adorn 0 meet in him. er 


2 | 


Beſt, of her ſex! 
. Leave this loud 


Cre/phontes, and his race, are, all, no more. 
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Nar. Yet, ſee! how Heaven, that gave him all 
theſe claims | 


Forgets em, and refigns him. Let that teach thee, 
When, ſoon, as ſoon they will, thy ſplendors fall, 
Thou loſeſt nothing, but a right to woes. 
Lr. Shou'd the queen, 


Er nan) np i 
Oh my will to 
lafety 3 


Dark, as my proſpects, deep inclos'd, 
And filent, as the brow of midnight fleep! 

Near. Yes, we will my ſweet Jene, go, 
Where ſorrow s ſharpeſt eye ſhall fail to find us. 
Where we may mix with men, who ne'r deceiv'd, 
And women, born to be, the charms they look. 
——— There is a place, which my Eumenes lov'd, 
Till youth's fond hope of glory daſh'd his peace; 
Where nature, plainly noble, knows no pomp; 
And virtue moves no envy : [ Shouts. 
— Hark ! That cry | | 
Bodes horror tis the ſignal of ſome fate. : 
—— Liſten, again | Shouts. 

In. Again I hear, and tremble. =; | 
Who knows, but, now, the queen's too direful deed 
Has ended all her mis'ries 


Nar. No more theſe eyes ſhall find thee, fated king! 


Vn. [At a window.) Hence, from the temple, to 
the palace gate, 
The ſcatt'ring crowd runs, wide, a thouſand ways: 
All buſied, without view—All driven by terror 
Exter Euricles, bloody. 
Nar. Breathleſs and bleeding fee ! who comes 
O Emricles ! 
Euri. Scarce had I ſtrength, wedg'd in by croſſing 
crowds, | 
To ſtem yon breathing torrent, —Give me reſt. 
Nar. Eumenes *——does he live? 


Euri. He 1is———the ſon confeſs'd of Grecian Gods? 
Nar. What has he ſuffer d? 


Euri. Nothing but, has done 


Be- 
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Beyond s boaſt.——O fach a deed l 
So terrible ! fo juſt !——-fo fll'd with wonders l 


That half Alcide labours, ſcarce were more. 
Nar. And fhall he be a king. 
Eari. He is 


Nar. Aud Merope ? 


Great mirror of afliftion !—lives ſhe, too 
How was it?—ſfay—my joys will grow OS hs + 
Eari. The altar, ew d with with bow rs was ready 


The ſmoking incenſe roſe, in 


curls, 
And Hymen's tambent torches flam'd, ſerene, 


dreadful ffiflneſs, 


Silence, 
Doubled 5 ſolemn — of the ſcene ! 
 — There, Poliphontes ood, and, at his fide, 
Dumb as a deffin'd viitim, flood the TS 
Our prince's ſummon'd hand had t 4 the altar: 
His eye ſought Heaven—as if p to fwear. 
T's wr" rh hen — the prieft look d 
7 
The li — d and the le's roof, 
Shook by deſcen thunder, feem'd to bow 7 
The God the God; the reverend ftarter cry'd, 
Forbids theſe baneful n es: I hear him, 
The ne reply'd; and, at that word, 
yh por e altar, to the 5 breaft=- 
lun gd the ſacred axe of acrifice, 

Snatch's, Ike z lightning's flaſh! and reach'd his life. 
He fell —and o'er him while with pendant „ 
TY indignamt hero hung with arm new-ris* 
Baſe, from behind, pale Erox ierc'd his fide. 
— — Red, in his mingled hee an and riſing anger, 
He heard the crowd's protective cry turm d ſhort, 
And buried in his 4. the rapid ſteel. 
Then, to the altar's height fublimely ly ſprang, 
Stood, monarch, all-confefs'd ; and wav*d the throng. 
Come, let me guide you to this work of Heav'n. 
Haſte, and partake 8 

Var. * happy Tos X 

2 


Extunt. 
ENE, 


32 WW „ 
SCENE the Temple of Hymen. 


Eumenes diſcover'd on the altar with the axe of ſacrifice 
in his Band. Merope "kneeling, priefts, attendants 


and guards. [Trumpets and ſhouts heard. 


Mer. Now, now, ye God, 2 rs are heard. 

clap of thunder. 
Eum. Hark madam, Hear'n approves! th? atten- 
tive Gods 


Hear hearts, and make voice needlef—. Doubt not 


2 
They are the good minds guardians—my deliverance 
© Proves how they loy'd. your virtue :* in your ſafety . 


I feel thy bleſſing perfect may I livre 
In deeds, not words, to thank the good they gave. 
Mer. Deeds, words, and nt are theirs— 


* n 175 us all A Hear | take 
Fam. [to the me, my poo 

- he pop „ and with him, A 
< 'Heav'n's beſty gift, your liberty—haughtier monarchs 


© Place greatneſs in 1 let my throne 
Find fafety,. but in 


Pride ĩs too 1.4 p'rous 
e 1 


But he, whoſe 
Makes ſubjet̃ts e and bimelt ador' d.“ i 
and Iſmene. A1 Jpeating, 


Enter Narbas, E 


* 
Hail! and be ever bleſs' d, 124. G king! 0 went! | 
Mer. Riſe—and lament no more, ' YE — friends 
Of virtue, and of Heaven! ſee ! what the ** 
Have done — to ſhame ſuſpicion, into faith! 
Oh ! never let the innocent deſpair : 
The hand, that made, can ſave: and beſt knows when. 
[To Eumenes. 
on of Alcides !——for, what heart, but his, 
Nouriſh'd in miſery ! by wants obſtrudted ! 
Ere ſprung, like thine, at youth's firſt ſhoot, to glory ? 
Trod on a tyrant, and redeem'd a projet + 
um. Tis but the low, the laſt, * e duty 
Of a king's hand, to dare. Tis his, 
To min, to hear, to labour, to diſcern, 


| 


W-+D: M0; 1 53 


To form, to remedy, to be but one: 
Yet, act, and love, and fear, and feel. for all. 
—O madam! I am yours, midſt all theſe claims. 
Be thoſe my glory's, this my duty's care, . 
To add my royal father's love to mine : 
And, with a doubled reverence, ſeek your comfort. 
— Narbas | what power can lan wage lend my love, - 
To paint the joy, thy ſenſe of pleaſure gives me? 
Thou ſource, and foul, and author, of my virtues : 
Suſpend we thoughts, thus tender. —Let us, now, 
Summon Mycent's chiefs, and calm her Prop 


©, 
8 Merope. 
Came, madam ! he'\who reigns, But climbs to care; 
To ſafe his throne, he finds no ſoftneſs there. 
Dangers, and doubts, and toils, each moment ſeize, 
Hang on his buſineſs, and perplex his eaſe. + 
Bright but by pomp of woe, kings in vain; — 
Exwy'd for anguiſh, and adern'd for pain. ¶ Exeant. 
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1” lad with all my leert, Por fup'd my — 

Glad! cry the maids ? — Heaven keep ſuch joy from ſpreading | 
Marriage, (peer things 1) deu't move their bearts ſo cally. 

"Tis « dark hap, they own—but, love jumps Be. 

Fair fall tÞ advent'rers I I'm no buſband-bater, — 

On, be warn'd by me, and ved no traitor. 

Pain- bunting murm rer | born, to growl, and grumble ! 

No king can pleaſe bim, and no wife can bumble ! 

Sick to the ſoul, be Heaven bis hind phyſician ! 

No cure is boy'd for, in our female college. 
. 


When one, beo bums and bawos at 
—— 3 


Herter, plain, downright 
One, that means bluntly and knows, cobat be's doing | 
Not bim, whoſe faftious mind, cutſearing pleaſure, 

Is flill moſs buſy, ben bis wife's at leiſure. 

Better, a ſound of wind, and bearty.— 
Better, Sir Sot,—than ſpouſe dry drunk, wwith party ! 
A bunting buſband ballows—end you bear bim.— 

A drunken deary fleg- geri and you fleer bim— 
Each—conſcious of bis wife, takes care, ie moke ber, 
One <vay or other-—an indulg'd partaker. 

But, your ſage, ſaturnine, ambitious lover, 

Keeps no one ſecret, man wwou'd diſcover. 
Stranger at bome, be ftrolls abroad, fr bleſſing : 

And bolds wwhate'er be bas not worth poſſeſſing. 

Freedom, and mirth, and bealth, and joy,—deſpiſes ! 

And ſcerns all reft— be, ſo pro-found-ly wiſe is ! 

At length, thank Heaven ! be dies : kind vapour: firike bim: 
And leaves bebind,—ten thouſand madmen, like bim. 
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NP HIS 


GRACE THE DUKE 

4 $644 1k 0 K os. ene N 
QUEENSBERRY AND. DOVER, 
'  MARQUIS or BEVERLEY, &c. 


1 


. Mr Lond, 


' HAVE long lain under the greateſt obliga- 
tion to your grace” 8 family, and nothing has 
been more in my wiſhes, than that I might be 
able to diſcharge ſome. part, at leaſt, of fo large 
a debt. But your noble birth and fortune, 


the power, number, and goodneſs of thoſe 


friends you have already, have placed you in 

ſuch an independency on the reſt of the world, 
that the ſervices I am able to render to your 
A 2 grace 


v DEDICATION. 


grace can never be advantageous, I am ſure 
not neceſſary, ou in A rt of 
r of pretend the 
only one I am capable of, is che acknowled g 
went of what I owe: aud as this is the moſt 
public, and indeed the only. way I. have of 
doing it, your grace will pardon me if I. take 
this opportunity to let the world know the duty 
and honour I had for your illuſtrious father. 
It is, I muſt confeſs, a very tender point to 
touch upon ; and at the firſt ſight may ſeem 
an ill- choſen compliment, to renew the 
of ſuch a loſs; eſpecially to a diſpoſition fo 
ſweet and gentle, and to a heart ſo ſenſible of 
flial piety, as your grace's has been, even from 
your earlieſt childhood. But perhaps this is one 
of thoſe griefs by which che heart may be made 
better; and if the remembrance of his death 
bring beavinefs along with it, the honour that 
is paid to his memory by all good men, ſhall 
wipe away thoſe tears, and the example. of his 
life, ſet before your eyes, ſhall be of the greateſt 
advantage to your grace in the conduct ,and 
future diſpoſition of your own. 

In a character ſo amiable as that of the 
duke of QOukENSsBERRV was, there can be no 
part ſo proper to begin with, as that which was 
in him, and is in all "good men, the foun- 
dation of all other virtues, either religious or 


civil, T mean good- nature: Sood- mature, r 


1s 


DEDICATION. v 


is friendſhip between. man and man, - good- 
—— in'courts, charity in religion, and the 
true ſpring of all beneficence in general. This 
was aquality he poſſeſſed in as great a meaſure 
as any gentleman I ever had the honour to 
Enow. It was this natural ſweetneſs of tem- 
per, which made him the beſt man in the 
woild. to live with, in any kind of relation: 
It was this made him x good maſter to his ſer⸗ 
vants, a good friend to his friends, and the 
tendereſt father to his children. For the laſt, 
L can have no better voueher than your grace; 
and for the re{F, I may appeal to all that have 
had the honour to: know him. There was a 
ſpirit and pleaſure in his converſation, which 
always enlivened the company he was in; 
which, together with a certain eaſineſs and 
frankneſs in his di ſpoſition, that did not at alk 
derogate from the dignity of his birth and cha- 
racter, rendered him infigitely agreeable. And 
as no man had a more delicate taſte of natural 
wi tis-coaverfation always abounded in 2 
humour. | 
For thoſe e e er ohich related 
to the public, as he was a nobleman of the firſt 
rank, and a miniſter of ſtate, they will be beſt 
known by the great employments he paſſed 
through ; all which he diſcharged worthily as 
to himſelf, juſtly to the princes who employed 
kim, * advantageaully for his country. There 
Nan 9a 3 


is 


D'EDICATION, 

is no occaſion to enumerate his ſeveral employ- 
ments, as ſecretary of fate, for Scotland in par- 
ticular, for Britain in general, or lord high 
commiſſioner of Scotland; which laſt. office he 
bore more than once; but at no time more 
honourably, and (as I hope) more happily, 
both for the preſent age, and for poſterity, than 
when be laid the foundation. for. the . Britif 
union. The: conſtancy and addreſs which be 
manifeſted on that occaſion, are ſtill freſh in 
every. body's memory ; and perbaps when | our 4 
children ſhall reap thoſe; benefits from that | 

o k, which ſome people do not foreſee and 
hope for, no, they may remember the duke of 
QUEENSBERRY with that gratitude, which ſuch 
a picee of ſervice done to his country deſerves. 
_ He:ſbewcs, upon all occaſions, a ſtrict and 
immediate attachment to the cron, in the legal 


vi 


ſcrvice of Which, no man could exert himſelf 
more dutifully nor more ſtrenuouſſy; and at 

the ſame time no man gave more bold and more | 
generous evidences of the love he bore to his | '2 
country. Of the latter, there can be no better 7 


proof, than the ſhare he had in the late happy ] 
revolution; nor of the former, than that duti- | 


ful reſpect, and unſhaken fidelity, which be 
preſerved for her . __—_ even bo bis 
- laſt moments. 
With ſo many 8 2 n qualities; 3 it 
is not at . a 


ſhare, 


— — 
— a 


WP cw 
— 


particular, to copy after 


DEDICATION M 
ware, as he was known to bave, in the eſteem. 
of the queen, and her immediate predeceſſor z 
nor that thoſe great princes: ſhould” repoſe the 
higheſt confidence in him: und at che ſame- 
time, what a pattern has he left behind him for 


the nobility in general, and ber your grace * 


i 1 * 
9 
. 1 - b N 


Pour grace will forgive me, if my zeal for 
your wilfare and Norout Celebs nd bedy las 
more at heart than myſelf} ſhalf preſs you with 
fome more than ordinary warmith to the imita- 
tion of yur noble father's virtues, You have, 


my lord, many great. advantages, which may 


encourage you to go on in purſuit of this repu- 


ration: it has pleaſed God to give you naturally 
that ſweetneſs of temper, which, as I have be- 


fore hinted,. is the foundation of all good incli- 
nations. You have the honour to be born, not 


only of the greateſt, but of the beſt parents; of 


a gentleman generally beloved, and generally 
lamented ; and. of u lady adorped with all vir- 
tues that enter into the character of a good wife, 
an admirable friend, and a moſt indulgent mo- 
ther. The natural advantages of your mind 
have been cultivated by the moſt proper arts and 
manners of es ucation. Tou have the care of 
many noble friends, and eſpecially of an ex- 
cellent uncle, to.watch over you in the tender- 
neſs of your youth, You ſet out amongſt the 


- firſt of mankind, and I doubt not but your 


34 virtues. 


— MI the 9 wilh, and prayer of, 
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virtues will be * to the duni of your 
rank. „% 17 | 

That T may. live, to he your grace eminent 
for the lows af. your country, for your ſervice 
and. duty to your prince, and, in convenient 
time, adorned with all the honours. that have 
eyer been conferred upon your noble family 3 
m you., may be. diſtinguiſhed. to poſterity, as 
raveſt,, greateſt, and. beſt man of the age 
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And therefore on your fov 


Who can 


And howſoever buſy they may ſeem, 
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Ac 1 SCENE 1. 
Scene the Tober. 


of Gloſter, Sir Richard TY anit 
Cateſby. _ | 


Enter 0 Duke 


Ghef. ws far ſucceſs atrends upon carewancile, 


And each event has anſwer d w my with; 
The queen and all her upſtart race are quell'd;. 
Dorſet is baniſti d, and her brother Rivers 


Ere this lies orter by the head at Pomfret, 


The nobles have, with joint concurrence, _ me 
Protector of the realm: my brother's children, 
Young Edward and the little Fork, are lodg'd 
Here, ſafe within the Tower. How ſay you, firs, 
Does not this buſtneſs wear a lucky face ? 
The and the golden wreath of royalty 
Seem r 

Rat. Then take em to you, 
And wear them tong and worthily : you are 
The laſt male of York, | 
(For Edward"s boys, the Kate efteems not of em,) 
and rule 


Tho common-weal u bac . N 
And leans upon 1 8 
Cat. * —8 does the council meet 
To r  dayfor Edward's coronation. 4 
this riddle ? pe 
Gloft. That can I. 
Thoſe lords-are each one 


Of ſpecial truſt and n 


1 


— good ſenſe, 
to my botom'; - 3 


| 2 


— 


Of noble birth and 


The ehe been 100 laviſh of her feal,, 


— ' ͤ“uu. ͤ—— ——I—__—_—_ —— — — 
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BB. + LANE. SHORE. 


And diligent to buſtle in the ſtate, 
Their zeal on no farther than we lead, 
And at our bidding ſtays. 

Cat. Yet there 1s one, 
And he the foremoſt in his power, 
Of whom I'wiſh your highneſs were aſſur c. 


For me, perhaps it is my nature's fault, 


I own 1 doubt of his inclining much.” 

Gleft. J gueſs the man at whom Tour words wou's 
int: 

m >--—t * e 
Ca, NN FN 
Gloft. He bears me great good % 
Cat. Tis true, you, 1 — — 

And Gleſser's duke, he bows with lowly ſervice: 

But where he bid to cry, God ſave king Richard, 

Then tell n 3 

Believe me, I have prov'd the man, and found him : 

I know he bears a moſt religious reverence... ' 

To his dead maſter Edward*s royal memory, 

And whither that may lead him, is moſt plain.. 

LC. 7 of 'thar ſtubborn 4 

Who, 1 once grow of an opinion, 

They ns honeſty, and faith, 

And ſooner part. with life than let it go. 
Gloft. And yet this to — 8 

r girls +> 

Ala war nd nom — — Oe 

A laughing, toying, w = g ſhe 

Shall make bis amide, on 2 's meſſage, 

And take the diſtaff with a 2 * 

As e' er did. Hereales. 

Rat. The fair Alicia, 


” 


exquiſite 8 

Has held him 1 a vaſſal to ber bean. ' 
Cat. I fear, he ails in his allegiance there 

Or my intelligence is falſe, or elſe 


And fed him till he loaths. 
Claſt. No more, he comes- 


Later 


P R 0 L o G uE. 


T* O night, if yeu have brought your * old tafte, 
Well treat you with a downright Engliſh feaſt : 


A tale, which 244 long fence in homely wiſe, 
Hath never fail'd of melting gentle eyes. 

Let no nice fi de 76 our 2 5 has, 
Becauſe recording ballads chaunt her name ; 

T hoſe venerable ancient ſong-enditers 

Sar d many a pitch above our modern wwriters : 
T hey caterwauPd in no romantick diy, 
Sighing for Phillis's, or Chloe's pity. 

Fuftly they drew the fair, and Hole Ber plain, 
And ſung her by her chriſtian name—'twas Jane. 
Our an Foo: be more refin'd than thoſe, * 


But what we've e in verſe, vue ve bft in proſe. 


T heir awordi no U 


T heir Jpeech was bome . 


Tn fuch an age, immortal Shakeſpeare wrote, 
By no quaint rules, nor hampering criticks taught ; 
With rough ma jefick force be mov d the heart, 


double-meaning knew, 


| — whe — or art. 
Hud Keel. 4 


author does his fleps purſue, 
He owns he had the mig 


bey bard in view; 


Aud in theſe ſcenes has made it more his care 


To rouſe the paſſions, than to charm the ear. 


Tet for thoſe gentle beaux who love the chime,- - 


T he ends of ads ftill gingle into rhime, 
T he ales. too, 4, 7 not complain, 
* are ſome ſubjeds for a Jefier. rain, 
nymph forſaken, and a perjur' & fiuain. 
ry 2 a. be fears, is, left the dames ſoould frown, 
T he dames of vit and pleaſure about town, 


To ſee our picture drawn unlike their ouun. 


But left that error ſbould provoke to fury 
T he boſpitable hundreds of Old Drury, 
He bid me ſay, in our Jane Shore's defence, 


She dole'd about the charitable fence, 
| Built beſpitals, turn'd . and dy d long fince. 


5 


but their hearts were true. 


4 
| 
= | 


PROLOGUE. 


For her example, <vhatſoe'er we make it, 
They have their choice to let alone or take it; 
T ho” few, as I conceive, will think it meet, 
To weep ſo forely, for f OS.” 

Or mourn and mortify the þ 


leaſant ſenſe 
To riſe in tragedy two ages hence. 


** 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


At DRURY - LANE, n. 


Glaſter, Mr. AlxIx. 
Hang, Mr. Sur. 
Mr. Waienr. 


"iy 


_ 


Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Mr. Gairrir as. 
Billmouwr, © MIr. Davaiss. 
Dumont, II. Fackke. 
Shore, Mx. Revpiss. 
 Derly, > HuxsrT. 
Alicia, : Miss Youncs. 
Fane Shore. Mrs. Yates. 
At. COVENT- GARDEN. 
Duke of Glofer, Mr. CLARKE. 
Lord Haſtings, © Mr. Br. 
Cateſby, Mr. TyoOmpSON. 
Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Mr. Davis. | 
Belbnour, Mr. Hur. 
- Dument, © Mr. Repos. 
Alicia, Mrs. Bazzy. 


Jane Shore, a6 Mrs. HarTLEY. 
| Soil Lords of the Council, Guards, and Attendants. 
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JANE SHORE. 15 
The ne, of the cheerful morn be on you, 


And your beauty with its opening ſweets. 
7.85. My ge 


y gentle neighbour ! your 2 ſtill 
püſbe my hapleſs fortunes : ah Bellmoar 


How few, like thee, ge | 7 the wretched out, 
And court the offices of foft humanity ? 
Loh thee reſerve their FO the naked, 

each out their bread to crying orphan, 
Or mix their pitying tears with thoſe that weep? 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better than mine, 
To ſpeak and bleſs thy name. Is this the gentleman, 
Whoſe friendly ſervice you commended to me ? 

Bell. Madam, it is. | 

Ali. 


J. Sb. A venerable aſpect l * | 
Age fits with decent grace * 8 
45d worthily ee his ver a. TD 
He wears the mar many years t | 
Of virtue, truth well try'd, and wiſe experience; 
A friend like this would ſuit my forrows well. 
r 2 ou ill, Te Dumont. 
_ eee merit with that ſcanty — 


hand and humble roof can 
But to ſu apt gee 


ſe golde 
Butt e ga ee 
„ ur worth, 

an enn 


The welcome of af 
Of all that littte good the world allows me. 


Dam. You over-rate me much; all — er 
Muſt be my future 5 1 . that, 
And make up my deſervi 112 
. $h. Are you of E 1 " 
Dum. No, gracieuslady, Flznders claims my birth $ 
At Antwerp has my conftant biding been, 
Where ſometimes 1 have known more plenteous days 
Than thoſe which now my failing age affords. - 
rey Alas! at Ant,, ! O forgive my tears! euer. 
y fall for my offences and muſt fall 
Long, long ere they ſhall waſh my ſtains away. 
You knew Perhaps prick” O — ——— 
Da. Iknew him well - but ſtay this flood of r 


6 LAKE SHORE. 


The ſenſeleſs grave feels not your pious ſorrows = 
Three years and more are paſt, fince I was bid, 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
To his laſt peaceful manfion. I attended, 
Sprinkled his clay-cold corſe with holy drops, 
According to our church's rev'rend rite, _. 
And ſaw him laid, in hallow'd ground, to reſt. | 
FJ. Sb. Oh! chat my fo had known no joy but him, 
his guilt | 


That I had liv'd w leſs arms, 
And dying flept in innocence beſide him! 
But now His honeſt duſt abhors the 9 
And ſcorns to mix with mine: 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. The lady Alicia 
Attends your leiſure. | 
J. Sb. Say wiſh to ſee 105 [ Exit "> SHED 
Pleaſe, gentle fir, one moment to retire, 
Pl wait you on the inſtant; and inform you 
Of each unhap circumſtance, in which 
Your friendly as and counſel much may ftead me. 
 [Exeunt Bellmour and Vemant. 
"= Eater Alicia. | 
Ake. sal, ay fair friend, ſtill ſhall I find you chus ? 
Still ſhall theſe ſighs heave after one 3 
Theſe trickling drops chaſe one another ſtill, 
As if the poſting meſſengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back ? 
F. 8b. No, my Alicia, © 
Heaven and his faints be witneſs to my gy thoughts, - 
There is no hour of all my life o'er paſt. 
That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again, | 
Alice. And yet ſome of thoſe $4 -my friend bas 
known, 
Some of thoſe years, might pa Iden ones, 
At leaſt if — can j fudge happineſs. 
What could we wiſh, we who delight in empire, 
Whoſe beauty is our ſov'reign 9 gives us 
Our reaſons to rebel, and pow'r to reign, 
What 1 we more than to behold a month, 


Lovely 


LANE 8. H OR E. 13 


Exter Lord Haſtin 
I. Haft. Health and the lappineß of many days 
yy” u | 
g. My Jod ord chamberlain ! | 
Wer: re „ holden to your gentle friendſhip. 
L. Haff. My lord, I come an humble fuiror to you. 
Glop. In right good time. Speak out your pleaſure 


freely. 
L. Haff. Tan to move your highneG in behalf * 


Of Shore's unhappy wife. 
FS: Say you, of Shore? —_ 
_ Once a bright ftar that held her . on 


The ien uf ire of on Ba; 2% dames, 


OM ro 333 held the ſoy? rule. 
ow ſun ef, with deſpair, | 
Her waining 1 ineite - 3:6 


Envy in woman, or dete f. in man. | 
She never ſees the fun, bat thro" ker ten, os 
And wakes to figh the hve-long night 
Gloft. Marry I. the times are badly chang” on her 
From Edward” days to theſe. all was jollity, 
2 an - light wantonneſs and laughter, 


File e 


A ſhew of mommery without a meaning. 

My brother, reſt an to his ſoul, 

Is gone to his account, for this his minion, 

The revel-rout is done But you were 8 

Concerning her——T have been eld. that you 

Are frequent in your viſitation to her. 8 
L. Haff. Nofarther, e- than Giend)y pity, 

And tender-hearted chari 
Ge. Go to: Tad not mean wo chide you for i. 

For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you 

To cheriſh th Greg dn with your tale. * 
L. Haft. Thus it is, gracious fir, that certain officers, 

Uſing the warrant of your mighty name, 1 

With infolence unjuſt, and lawleſs power, 

Have ſeiz'd upon the lands, which late ſhe held 


55 


The reſt your own atten 


14 JANE SHORE. 


By grants from her great mater Edward's bounty. - 
hft. Somewhat of this, but ſlightly, pre 1 heard; 
And tho” ſome counſellors of fo 9 veal 

Some of moſt ceremonĩous ſanctity, 

And bearded wiſdom, often have oP $ 

The hand of juſtice to fall hearꝝ on her; 

Vet Mill, in kind compaſſion of her weakneſs, 

And tender memory of Tee — :.. - 
I have with-held the mercileſs tern law . 
From doing outrage on her helpleſs beauty. 


I. Ha,. Good: Pa, who render mercy back f. 
" mercy, , 
. i 


This gentle deed ſhall fairly be ſet 

To ſcreen the wild eſcapes Ten pation, 

Ant rain of Bilde fleſh 3a heir jo, 
Thus far, 8 leaded only: 

2 

8 given atten 

Aud wo on f deer up her griefs. 

She ſhall be heard with patience, and each wrong 

have other news 


At full redreſs'd. - But 
Which much 1 as both, for fill my fortunes tot 
Go hand in hand with yours : our common foes, 

The queen's relations, our new-fangled gentry, _ 
Have fall'n their * 3 for 1 e 


Exeunt. 


sc N E u. f 
An apartment in Jane Shore's bouſe. 
Enter Bellmour a Dumont. 


Bell. Hen ſhe has lia ou have heard my tale already, 

Janet i in her facally, ' 
Where I have found the means this d * 
And nearer obſervation belt will rel” you. 
Ste with what fad and ſober theer the comes. 

Enter Jane Shore. 
Sure, or I read her viſage much amiſs 
93 her hard. Save you, fair lady, uw 
e 


— 


\ 
| 


The braveſt, and maſt lovely, Was my Ft 


JANE $HOR'E: r 
Lovely, renown'd, a conqueror,, and young, 
Bound | in our chains, and fighing at our — 2 
F. Sb. Tis true, the royal Edzvard v way Aa e. 
The goodly pride of all our Engl fours 


He was the very joy, of all that aw 
Form'd to aclight, to love and to perſuade. ” 


_ * Impaſſive ſpirits. and angelic 9. 


Might have been charm'd, like Yielding, human 
« weakneſs, ling.“ 
© Stoop'd from their heavy , and liſten'd to his af 
But what had I to do with. ki gs.and courts} 
My humble lot had caſt me far beneath +. 1 
And that he was the firſt of all mankind, 


Alic. Sure, ſomething more than 


loves : : 


Nor could his greatneſs, * a 
Be elſewhere match'd ſo well, as to the 


And beauty of my 


fortune join' 175 your 


ial, 


2 orm, 
, "-..F 


ns bas luck 76a, « ad 


7. 66. Name l no more:? 101 10) 83 
8 2 ame 3 8 

his anguiſh and theſetears, Betz are the legacies. 
His fata 5 Thon wilt:fee.me,., _ | 
Believe me, my A W — N 
Eier yet a few pals; o'er m bead. 
Abandon'd to the very fe Bale wretchedneſs. 


The hand of has ex moſt the whole, 
of RES ſupport ;. e 
Shortly thou wilt behold * * and kneeling: 
Before thy charitable door for bread. | 
Alic. Joy of my life; my deareſt 8hore, orbear.  » 
To wound my heart with thy foreboding orrows . * 
Raiſe thy fad ſoul to better Tz than thele,. 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them ſhine once more; 
Bright as the marning ſun. above the miſt. 
Exert thy charms, ſeek out the fterp protector, 


And ſooth his — 2 temper with thy 3 55 


Spite of his deadly, enting nature, 
He ſhall be mov ty and redreſs the 


ee · 
J. .- M rm, N. as long forgot pas 


1 


18 JANE 8 HO RE. 


The ſcene of beauty and de — —- 2p 
No roſes bloom upon my 


Nor laughing graces wanton 7; my — 4 

But haggard grief, lean- fallow cate. 
d content, a rueful train, | 

Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 

One ouly ſhadow of a hope is left me; 


The noble minded Haftings, of his goodneſs, 


Has kindly underta'en to be my advocate, 


And move my humble fuit to angry Glofer. | 

Ali. Does ie undertake to plead 1 | 
But wherefore A he not? He Bing? eyes; 
The gentle lord has a right tender heart, 


Melting and eaſy, yielding to im k 
And G8 e 

But yours — . On genny note 
Nor harge hits hoot — 


Which his great 


ers, 
_ be yo virtue moſt 2 


Too man 
Too any gry ol 


May the neg. oy rep . 
So thou, my deareſt, true, belt Necks, 2 
Vouchſafe to e thy pen bare, or 


p Forge the ona 11 = 


t the tranſports 
0 21 the gs we feel for its 
live andreign for ever in my boſom ; | 


| Embracing -- 
„ as poles thy is N. 5 


And you, N brighteſt 
Ve ſaints once were women here below, 
1. 2 


Be witneſs of the truth, the hol 
Which here to this my 'other ſe 


If I not hold her — Began Dt 

T every other joy er d A give, 
t deformity, and 

DiſttaQion and def pair ſein me on S 


— peace kercafeer, 
ur celeftial — 


Let not my aichlef bh 
Nor taſte dne blif 


7. SE. 


JANE $HORE 5 


J. Sb. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe jewels, once the laviſh bounty 
Of royal Edward'slove, I truſt to thee; [Giving a cafter-- 
Receive this, all that T can call my own, 
And let it reft unknown, and ſafe with the: 
That if the ſtate's injuſtice ſhould oppreſs nic; 
Strip me of all, and turn me out à wanderer, 
My wretchednefs may fing relief Ra * 
And ſhelter from the ſtorm, _ 

Alic- My all is thine; 


One common hazard ſhall attend us WY 
And both be fortunate, or both. be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting 
'The faints and an 
And all 1 
9 


be well. 


0 for itch all; the 1 
ION the friend! * and the widow, 
Who daily own the bounty of thy hand, 


0 Shall cry to heav'n ind pull. a blefing op r: 7 
Ev'n man, the mercileſs inſulter man, 


Man, who rejoices in our ſex's weaknefsy - 
8925 pity theo, and with unwouted 8 
orget thy fallings, and record thy praiſe. 

J. Sb. Why ould I think that man will do for me; 
with et he never did for wretches like "me? 
Mark by what partial juſtice we are al | 
Such is the fate unhappy women 'F 
And ſuch the curſe intai1Pd 
That man, the lawleſs libertine, thay 
Free and unqueſtion'd through the wilds of 18 > 
While woman, ſenſe and nature's eaſy fool, 

If poor weak woman ſwerve from virtue's rule ; 

If, ſtrongly charm'd, the leave the thorny way. 
Aud in the ſofter paths of pleaſure ſtray, 

Ruin enſues, reproach and endleſs ſhame, 

And one falſe ſtep entirely damus her fame: 

In vain with are the lo thb-cnty dapdabe 1 


1 
rove, 


In vain look back on what ſhe was before; - 
dhe ſets, like ſtars that fall, to „ [Ex- 


VT 


20 JANE SHORE: 
"2X ien continues. 
"Enter Alicia, ſpeaking to Jane Shore as entering. 
Alicia. 0 farther, gentle friend; good angels 


guard you, 
And Corea their wings about your ſlumbers. 
The drowſy night 


onthe world, and now 
The bufy craftſmen and the &er-labour'd hind | 
Forget 


travail of the day i in 
Care only wakes, and 1 Neues; ; 
With meagre | 


diſcontent wo they fit, 
And watch the waſting of the midnight _—_ 
Such vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my fon 
—_ ſs e O falſe Haſtings : p. ** 
hou haſt . Knocks without. 
What noiſe is that? * 4 1 
8 is rey who with bold 2 
reaks in u peaceful night an reſt, 
With fach de app roach ? K $4 
12 4 ſervant. | Lek 
Ser. One from the court, 21 8 7. 
Lord H (as I think) e ary lady: ſhim 
Ali. Haſtings ! Be fall my heart, and try to meet 
With his own arts: with bod ut he comes. 
Enter Lord Haſtings, ſpeaks to a ſervant as entering. 
Haff. Dilmuſs my train; and wait alone without. 
Alicia here? Unfortunate encounter ! | | 
But be it as. it may. s 
Alic. When humbly, thes, EP3t + 464.4 
The great deſcend/to viſit the afflicted, a 
When thus, unmindful of their reſt, they come: © 
To ſooth the ſorrows of the midni -ht mourner, 
Comfort comes with them; like the golden ſun, 
Diſpels the ſullen ſhades with her ſweet influence, 
And chears the melancholy houſe of care. 
Haft. *Tis true, I would not over-rate >-courteſy, 
Nor let the coldnefs of delay hang on it, 
8 and blaſt its 9 RES a * 5 


— 


Thy. 


But 


JANE SHORE, 21 


But rather choſe, at this late hour, to 3 
That your fair friend may know I have prevail'd G 
The lord protector e n 
And means to ſhew her N 66 
Alic. . word! my _ a a 
Haff. Yes, Yo r none move am- 
To taſk my you. cha AVG " (pie 
Alie. .1 wat the was | A hoy, 
To pay you eee 8 
t my t guelles at 1 n IS 
And wo ps bl our debtor. _ "_ 5. ys 
Haft. Tis well, madam... ef n 
But I would fee your friend. + | 
Alic. O thog-falſe lord! e 1 : 
I would be miſtreſs of my P Beat, FP 
Stifle this riſing tage, and learn from the: 
TH dreſs N in e nr 
ut two' not be; my wron $ W leir wa : 
And-ruſh at once n n 7 „ 
Haff. Ate you wiſe?? 
Have you the uſe of .reaſon ? Do) you wake? * 
What means this raving, this tranſporting paſſion? 
Alic. O thou cool traitor! thou inſulting . 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted heart, l 4 50 | 
Thus rent. with agonizing love and rage. 
And aſk me what it means? Art thee a not e 
Am I not ſeorn'd, forſaken, and abandon” a 7 
Left, like a common wretch, to ſhame and wid 2 
Giv'n up to be the ſport of villains woagnes, 
Of lau hike paraſites, and lewd buffoons ; 
And all becaufe my ſoul has doated on Wee 
Win with truth, and tenderneſs anaticrable 1 
. Are theſe the proofs of tenderneſs and love? | 
ri endleſs quarrels, diſcontents, and jealoufics, == 
Theſe never-ceafing alings 386 complainin 70 
Theſe furious where theſe whirlwinds Fe the K 
Which every other moment riſe to madneſs? 5 
Alic. What proof, alas ! have I not giv'n of love? 
What have I not abandoned to thy arms f 5 
Have I not ſet at nought my noble birth, 


A bees 


22 JANE S HORN 
A ſpotleſs =_ Fro +: an e 5 
The peace of in ce, and pri virtue 
.My prodigality — K n thee all ; 
And now, Pre nothi 8 lo me to 
You hate the wretc bankrupt Ades rt made 

Haft. Why am I thus purſu e to = | 
Ropt i in the view, and <a; at ev'ry 27 ? 

In vain I fly, and; like a hunted deer, 

Scud o'er the lawns, and haſten to the covertz . 


'E'er-I can reach my . 
With. the ſuift malice ſome keen re 


our 
= If you are wiſe, an 
Yet take the L Bieudly * 
Believe me true, not en to your 3 
Let not that devil, which undoes y 
That curſed curioſity ſeduce you, - 
To hunt for needleſs ſecrets, which, L e 
Shall never hart your quiet; but once known, 


Shall fit upon your heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet ſleep. ee 


Go tobe yet 241g 
„ Diſt thou in ſeorn, del 7 gr 
Preach patience to my rape, ;an me 
Sit ee page NL. bly ton down, qty 1 
Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong 4 me? 3 ſeize 
And ſwift perdition overtake th thy tre | [thee, 
Have I the leaft remaining cau ney ear 
Haſt thou endeavour'd +. 4 to hide thy falſhood? 
To hide it might have ſpoke ſome little tenderneſs, - 
And ſhewti. thee half unwilling to undo me: 
But thou diſdain' the. weakneſs of humanity... - 
Thy — _ all thy actions, have confeſs'd it 5 
'Ev'n now thy eyes avow it, now they ſpeak, 
And pat: own the glorious villainy. 
Hap. Well, then, I own my heart has broke your 


a 


* Up | Patient 


Jan $HORE. 3 
Patient I bore, the paint ful. bondage long, LANE. 
At length my gen'rous love diſdains your tyranny.; 
The bitterneſs and ſtings of taunting jealouſy, 


Have down New bran Go: Rove Bs Molten, , 


'Have a; 4d] um. 
Where he may reſt his weary wings in peace. _ 
Ac. You,triumph! do! and with gigantic pride 


No more his arm 


Gives is 
< Each guſt 'd, ho: 


< Sweeps thro” their ſouk and ſets them in an 
And love in their weak boſoms 1s a age ; 
As terrible as hate, and as deſtructive. Re 

| * * g0 
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„So the wind roars, o'er the wide, fenceleſs ocean, 
And heaves the: billows of the: boiling deep, neg 
< Alike from north, Som ſouth; Tromiealt, from weſtz 
With equal force the tempeſt blows by turns | 
From ey'fy corner of the ſeaman's com 15 
But ſoft ye no- for here comes one, di a 
Strife and her wrangling train; of equal eleme 
a e atom was ſhe form d, m_ 
And gentlenets an make u T | 
2 ane Shoro. 
* ſe, and comes — . — 
o greet you wi fades... | 
Thi — Glofer- has — your hearing 5 
To- morrow he expects you at — try 


There ꝓlead n with never-failin beatity, 
Speak all wel ap rg andfind Tull rodicls. 

J. Sb. | This humbly let your lowly ED 
'Thus lerune bow my 6 0 * 


grateful knee to karth, 
And bleſs your noble nature for this goodneſs. 


Hoſt Riſe,' gentle dame, e e 


| Forgive me, fair-one, 1 
I on your 


n 
1 guilty of a a tliowgtic fo vain | 
To ſell my courteſy for thanks like theſe, | 

J. Sh. Tis true, your bounty is beyond hy 1 
But tho” my mouth be dumb, my heart all thank you} 
And when it meks before the e of mercy, | 


Mourning and bleeding for my p- 
pray'r for you, 


My fervent ſoul ſhall breathe 
Tf pray'rs of ſuch a wretch are heard on 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when mo you need, 
The grace and eſs you have ſhewn' to me. 
_ gh. If there be ought of merit r 0 
te it there; here moſt tis due, to love; —— 
Be Nad. my gentle miſtfeſs, to my wiſhes, 
And * Far heart with Ne 
F. Sb. Alas 
Haß. Why bend Thy oyes od carthi? " 
Wheretore theſe looks of beavines und forrow ? : 


Why 


3. 
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Why breathes that ſigh? my love? And wherefore falls 
This trickling ſhow'r of tears, to ſtain thy ſweetneſs ? 
F. Sb. If pity dwells within your noble breaſt, 
(As ſure it does) Oh, | not to me thns, 

Haft. Can I behold t ; and not ſpeak of love ? 
Ev'n now, thus fadly as thou ſtand'f before me, 
Thus defolate, dejected, and forlorn, : 
Thy ſoftneſs ſteals upon my yielding ſenſes, 
Till my ſoul faints, and fickens with defire ; 

How canſt thou give this motion to my heart, 
And bid my tongue be ſtill? 

FJ. Sb. Caſt round your eyes 
Upon the high- born — of the court; 
Behold, like ing roſes, where they bloom, 
Sweet to the ſenſe, unſully d all, and 4 ſpotleſs ; 
There chooſe ſome worthy + roared of your heart, 
To fill your arms, and bl virtuous bed; 
Nor turn eyes this way, 5 fin and. — | 
Like loathſome weeds, have over-run the ſoil, 
And the deſtroyer, Shame, has laid all waſte.” 
Haß. What means this peeviſh, this fantaſtic nf 
Where is th ted pleaſantneſs of face, 

Thy wonted graces, and thy dim ſmiles? - 
Where haſt thou loſt thy wit, and ſportive mirth ? 
That chearful heart, which us'd to dance for ever, 
And caſt a day of gladneſs all around thee ? 

J. Sh. Yes, I will own J merit the re 
And for thoſe fooliſh days of wanton pride, 
My ſoul is juſtly humbled to the duſt: 

All tongues, like yours, are licens'd to apbraid me, 
Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 

And treat me like that abject thing I have been. 

© Yet let the ſaints be witneſs to this trutlſ, 
That now, tho' late, I look with horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curfſe 
My paſt polluted life. All-judging Heav'n, . 

b Who knows my crimes, has ſeen my ſorrow for them. 

Haß. No more of this dull ſtuff. Tis time enough 
To whine and * . $9 with ame | 


© When 


& „ And wizry nojule tives in her laſt ftage ; 
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When the decaying ſenſe is palPd with pleaſure, 


Then weep and tell thy beads, when ale'ring rheums 
Have ſtainꝰd the luftre of thy ſtarry eyes, 
And failing palßes ſhake thy wither'd hand.” 
The preſent moments claim more gen'rous uſe ; 
Thy beauty, night and ſolitude; reproach me, $i 
For having: talk'd . long — come let me preſs thee, 
[ Laying bold on ber, 
Pant on thy — gal ine y An : 
And loſe myſelf 3 in the luxurious flood. 
J. Sb. Never! W lights above, I 
< -wear; 
a My faut mall never know pollubon more ; — : 
Forbear, my-lard here let me rather die: Ilg. 
a Let quick deſtruction overtake me here,” 0 2 
And end my ſorrows and my ſhame for ever. | 
Haft. Away with c perverſencſs, tis too 
much. | 


Nay, if you ken monſtrous aer, 


7. 855. Retire l. 1 you leave me— IS 
Haft. Thus ta coy-1t — 
With one who knows you too A 
7 Sb. For mercy's ſake — a 
Haft. Ungrateful woman un thus you pay- 
My ſervices ?———— 
J. $h. Abandon me to ruin 
Rather than urge me ' 
Haff. This way to your chamber; [Pulling ler. 
There if you ſtru 
F. Sb. Help, O — Heaven! | 
Help! Save me! Help! 2d K 4 vd:% Exit.” 
bh Enter Dumont, Be inter neee. 
Dum. My lord! for honour's ſake 
Haft. Hal! What art thou nr 
Dam. My duty calls nme 
To ) ce attendance on my miſtreſs here. 


J. SB. For Pity, let me g 
A Avaunt! baſe groom —— 


At 
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At diſtance wait, and know thy office better. 
Dum. Forego your hold, my lord! *tis moſt un- 

This violence © [manly 
Haſt.“ Avoid the room this N 

8 Or I will tread thy ſoul out. LOSING 
Dum. No, my lord=- 0 

The common ties of manhood call me-now, 

And bid me thus ſtand up in the defence 

Of an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs woman. 
Haſt. And doſt thou know me, ſlave? 
Dum. Ves, thou proud lord! 

I know thee well; know thee with each advantage 

Which wealth, or , or noble birth can give thee. 

I know thee, too, ferrous whe ſtains thoſe honours, 

And blots a long illuſtrious line of anceſtry, ' ö 

By poorly daring thus to wron 
Hat. Tis in rous well! I fee, my faint-like | 

dame, 

You ſtand provided of your braves and ruftans, 

To man your cauſe, and bluſter in your brothel. 
Dum. Take n the foul x unmanner'd | 

railer + 

Nor urge my rage too fr, elt chou ſhould find 

I have as ing 18 in my blood 

As thou or any race e er boaſted ; 

And tho? no gaudy RI d my birth, 

Titles, the ſervile s lean reward, 

Sometimes the — but more ot 

The hire which greatneſs gives to flaves and dee ; 


Yet e honeſt, made me mere 
Than ever king did, when he made a lord. 
Haſt. Inſolent villain ! henceforth let this teach 


27 


a woman. 


thee Dear au ſtrikes him. 
The diſtance 'twixt a peaſant and a prince. 
Dum. Nay, then, my lord, (drawing) learn you 
by this, how well 
An arm reſolv'd can guard its maſter's life. [They fight. 
© F. Sb. Oh my drein preg aehbroxe for ſweet 
Heav'n.“ 
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[T hey fight, Dumont diJarms Lord Haſtings. 

Haſt. Confuſion! baffled by a baſe-born hind! 

Dum. Now, haughty Sir, where is our difference 
Your life is in my hand, and did not 1 [now ? 
The . of blood, and inborn virtue 
(Howe er unworthy I may ſeem to ou 
Plead in my boſom, I ſhould take the forfeit. 
But wear your ſword again; and know, a lord 
Oppos'd againſt a man, is but a man, 

Haſt. Curſe on my failing hand! your better fortune 
Has given you vantage o'er me; but perhaps 
Your nn may be n with N repentance. 


e Ie Shore. | 
8 what have you done? Know 


. Fear not, my worthieſt miſtreſs; tis a cauſe 


L Haſtings. 


” 


ye the 
The mi 3 that waits upon this lord? ſ[pow'r, . 


In which Heaven's guards ſhall wait you. O purſue, 


Purſue the ſacred counſels of your ſoul, 
Which urge you on to virtue; [how not danger, 
Nor the e world, make faint your * 
Aſſiſting angels conduct your 12 
Bring you to bliſs, and crown your 

J. Sb. O that my head were laid, 

clos'd, - 

And my cold e seeed in my ſhroud to reſt! 
My ful heart will-never ceaſe to beat, . 
Will never know a moment's peace till then. 
Dum. Would you be happy, leave this fatal place; 
Fly from the court's icious neighbourhood ; 
Where innocence is _ and blaſkin odeſty 
Is made the ſcornerꝰs jeſt : where hate, +a. brag 
And deadly ruin, one the maſques of — | 
And draw deluded fools with ſhews of pleaſure. 

J. Sh. Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Ot friends, and all — of life bereft ? 

Dum. Belmour, whoſe friendly care ſtill wakes to 
ſerve you, 
Has found you out a little peaceful refuge, 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 


Within 
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Within an aaeient foreſts ample verge, 
There ſtands a lonely but a healthful dwelling, 
Built for convenience and the uſe of liſe: 
Around it fallows, meads, and paſtures fair, 
A little garden, and a limpid brook, _ __ 
By nature's own contrivance ſeem'd diſpos'd ; 

o neighbours, but a few ＋ ſimple clowyns, 

Honeſt and true, with a well meaning prieſt: 
No faction, or domeſtic furys rage,  _ 
Did e' er diſturb the quiet of that place, 
When the contending nobles ſhook the land 
With York and Lancaſter's diſputed ſway. 
Your virtue there may find a ſafe retreat 

From the inſulting pow'rs of wicked preatnefs. 

FJ. Sb. Can there be fo much happineſs in ftore ! 
A cell like that is all my hopes aſpire to, 
Haſte then, and thither let us take a flight, 

E'er the clouds gather, and the win'try ſy 
TI EN I : at 2 * | 
- Dum. you then go! You glad my very ſoul. 
Baniſh your fears, caſt (RY xd. 1 743 pan 
Plenty and caſe, and peace of mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moſt happy. 
O lady ! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, 
How anxious I have been for all your dappers, 
And how my heart rejoices at your ſafery. 
So when the ſpring renews the flow'ry field, 
And warns the pregnant nightingale to build, 
She ſeeks the ſafeſt ſhelter of the wood, 
Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful brood ; 
Where no rude ſwains her ſhady cell may know, 
No ſerpents climb, nor blaſting winds may blow ; 
Fond of the choſen place, ſhe views it o'er, * 
Sits there, and wanders thro* the grove no more; 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning night, 
And loves it with a mother's dear delight. [ Exeunt. 
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"ACT m. SCENE, the Court. 
Tuer Alicia, with à paper. 


Alic. . * HIS to the great protector's hand, | 
f With _ and ſecrecy muſt be convey d: | 

His bold ambition now avows its aim, 
To pluck the crown from Edwards infant brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds | 
My faithleſs Hafisgs adverſe to his hopes, 
And much - mate yn the orphan king ; 
On that I build ; this paper meets his doubts, 
And marks my hated rival as the cauſe 
Of Haſting's zeal for his dead maſter's ſons. 
Oh, jealouſy ! thou bane of pleaſing friendſhip, 
* Thou work invader of our tender boſoms, 
How does thy.rancour poiſon all our ſoftneſs, - 
And turn our gentle natures into bitterneſs? _ 
See where ſhe. comes ! once my heart's deareſt bleſſing. 
Now my chang d eyes are blaſted with her beauty, 
Loath that known face,. and ficken to behold her. 

| Later Jane Shore: | 

J. Sb. Now whither ſhall I fly to find relief? 
* What charitable . 2 me now ? 8 
Will ſtay my falli ps, ſupport my ruine * 
And by my. | mind with balmy comfort ?? 
O my Alicia Wr 185 
Alic. What new grief is this? rg 
What unforeſeen misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee, 
That thus racks thy tender heart? 1 

J. Sb. O Dumont! : 

Alic. Say, what of him? 

7. Sb. That friendly, honeſt man, 
Wnom Balnaur brought of late to my aſſiſtance, 
On whoſe kind care, whole diligence and faith, 
My ſureſt truſt was built, this very morn 


Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel hand of power, . 
Forc'd from my houſe, and born away to priſon. 
Alic. To priſon, ſaid you! Can you gueſs the 72 5 A 
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J. Sb. Too well, I fear. His bold defence of me 
Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 
Alic. Lord Haſtings ha 
FJ. Sb. — time med. cel] ehcp 
The tale of my hard hap. Upon the preſent 
Hang all my poor, my laſt 2 
Within this 7 is my fuit contain'd ; 
Here as the prince ly Gloſter aſſes forth, 
I wait to give it on my hum Ce es 
And' move him for redreſs. 
[She gives the paper to Alicia, wwho opens and 
ſeems to read it. 
Alic. Ala. ] Now for a wile, 
To ſting my thoughtleſs rival to the heart; 
To blaſt her fatal beauties, and a rn 
For ever from my-perjur*d H : 
The wanderer may then loo back to me, 
And turn to his Forſaken home again; 
Their faſhions are the fame, it cannot fail. 
. [ Pulling out the other paper. 
85. But ſee the great comes this way, 
ttended by a train of waiting courtiers.' h 
Give me the paper, friend. 
Alic. [ Afede.] For love and vengeance | 
F [ She gives ber the other paper. 
Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliff, Catelby, . 
_ Courtiers, and other attendants. — 
J. Sh. | Kneeling.] O noble 3 turn een 
cious eye, 
1 . . 
ne, forſaken, helpleſs woman, 
tain a little bread for charity, 
To feed her wants, and ſave her life from periſhing. | 
Gloft. Ariſe, fair dame, and dry your wat' ry eyes. 
[Receiving the paper, and raiſes her. 
Beſhrew me, but evere pity. of his heart | 
That could refuſe a boon to ſuch a ſuitreſs. 
Y*have got a noble friend to be your advocate ; 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is, 
And to his truſt moſt true. 'This preſent now 
B 4 Some 
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Some matters of the ſtate detain our leiſure ; 

Thoſe once difpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 

And give your griefs redreſs. . Go to! be comforted. 
FJ. Sb. Good nn your highneſs for this 

1 

And Pe. Fl bleſſings on your princely head. 

Come, my Alicia, reach thy friendly arm, 

And help me to ſupport this feeble frame, 

That nodding totters with oppreſſive woe, 

And finks beneath its load. Exeunt J. Sh. and Alic. 
Glo. Now by my holidame! © 

Heavy of heart ſhe — and fore aMlifted. 

But thus it is when rude calamity. .. bs. 

Lays its ſtrong gripe theſe g minions; 

The dainty gew-gaw s diſſolve at once, 

8 And ſhiver at the ſhock. e 


* 1 

Ha! What is this ? Come nearer, 2 | 
Mark the contents, and then Weine dh 

== reads. 


Wender not, priacel Gloſter, at the notice 
This paper brings you from a friend unknown ; 
Lerd Haſtings is inch d to call you maſter, 


And kneel to >> — king 3 
Bur Shore's bewitching avife miſleads his heart, 


Aud draws his ſervice to king Edward' ſons : 
Drive her away, you break the charm that * bim, 
Aud he, ee e e eee 

Rat. Tis wonderful l 

Cat. The means by which 1 it came 
Yet ftranger too! 

Gloft. You ſaw it given, but now. 

Rat. She could not know the 

Gloft. No, tis u 
She knows it not, 2 at n 1 
Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high matters, 
The meddling harlot, dear ſne ſnould abide it. 

Cat. What hand ſoe er it comes from, be . 
It means your highneſs well 

Gans Upon the inſtant, 


Lord 
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Lord Haſtings will be here; this morn I mean 
To prove him to the quick ; then if he flinch, 
No more but this—away with him at once, 

He muſt be mine or nothing——But he comes 
Draw nearer this way, and obſerve me well. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. eat. 


L. Haff. This fooliſh woman about my heart, 
Lingers and wanders in my — 5 g 


This coyneſs is put on, tis art and cunning, 
And worn to urge deſire I muſt poſſeſs her. 
The groom, who lift his ſaucy hand againſt me, 
E'er this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit by th' example, 
And teach her beauty not to ſcorn my pow'r. 

Glof. This do, and wait me e'erthe council fits. 

| | _ [ Exeunt Rat. and Cat. 

My lord, y'are well encountred ; here has been 
A fair petitioner this morning with us ; 15 
Believe me, ſhe has won me much to pity her: 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made a 
To buffet with adverſity. I told her 
How worthily her cauſe you had befriended ; 
How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
That you had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be well. 

Haff. Your highneſs binds me ever to your ſervice. 

Gloft. You know your friendſhip is moſt potent 

with us, ; | 

And ſhares our power. But of this enough, 
For we have other matters for your ear ; 
The ſtate is out of tune: diſtracting fears, 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public counſels ; 
Amidft the wealthy city, murmurs riſe, 
Lewd railings, and reproach on-thoſe that rule, 
With open icorn of government ; hence credit, 
And public truft *rwixt man and man, are broke, 
Tae golden ſtreams of commerce are withheld, 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and artizans, 
Wao therefore curſe the great, and threat rebel lion. 
Haff. The reſty knaves are over-run with caſe, 
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Has worn a face of 


Nor would the realm be rent 
Thus fear and doubt, betwixt diſputed titles. 


\ m _ — 
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As plenty ever is the nurſe of faction; 
If in good days, like theſe, the headfirong herd 
Grow madly wanton and repine, it is | 
Becauſe the reins of power is held too ſlack, 
And revetend authority of late 
more than juſtice. 

Gloft. Beſhrew my heart ! but you have well divin'd 
The ſouxce of theſe diforders. Who can wonder 
If riot and mifrule o'erturn the realm, 
When - crown fits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainl k, hence comes the gen'ral cry, 
And Ap all t: *ewill ne'er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children rn. 
＋ Tis true, the king is young; but what of that ; 


We feel no want of Edward's riper years, 
While 3 valour and moſt 3 


So well 1 2 
2 


His 

So The cont (much * bound to thank 'em 
Have placid a pageant ene in my hand, 
Barren of power, and ſubject to controult; 
Scorn'd by my foes, and uſeleſs to my friends. 
Oh, worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I ſhould not ſuffer rank offence 
At to lord it in the common-weal ; 


by diſcord thus, 


infant ſov're1 
, and x. ph 


Haß. Of this I am to learn ; as not ſuppoſing 


A doubt like this 
Glo. Ay, marry, but there i 

And that of much concern. Have you not hea 

How, on a late occaſion, Doctor Shaw 

Has mov'd the people much about the lawfulnefs 

Of Edwards iſſue ? By right grave authority 


Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 
A baſtard ſcion never ſhould be 3 4 


Upon a royal ſtock ; from thence, at full 0 
Diſcourſing on my brothers former contraedt 
To lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before Mn 


His 
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His jolly match with that ſame buxom widow 
The queen he left behind him“ 
Hat. Ill befall | 

Such meddling , who kindle up confuſion, 
And vex the quiet world with their vain ſcruples ! 


By heav'n *tas done in perfect ſpite to peace. 
Did not the king, Ls 


| Our royal maſter, Edward, in concurrence 
| With his eſtates aſſembled, well determine 
What courſe * ſov'reign rule ſhould take hencefor- 
? 
When fhall the deadly hate of faction ceaſe, . 
When ſhall our long-divided land have reſt, bl 
If every peeviſh, moody malecontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs rabble in an uproar, 
Fright them with dangers, and lex their BOY 
Each day with ſome fantaſtic giddy change? As 
Gloft. What if ſome patriot, for the public —_ 
Should vary from your ſcheme, new-mould the ftate ? 
Haft. Curſe on the innovating hand attempts it! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous heaven, 
In thy great day of vengeance”! blaſt the traitor 
And his pernicious counſels; who for wealth, 


For pow*r, the pride of greatneſs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in cival 
Gef. You go too => my lord. | 
Haft. Your f* pandon— — r 
| Have we fo ſoon forgot days of ruin, 
9 When York and — — forth the battles; 
When, like a matron butcher'd by her ſons, 
And caſt beſide ſome common way, a Tyetacle 
Of horror and affright to paſſers by,“ 
Our groaning country bled at ev'ry vein; 
When murders, rapes, and maſſacres i'd; 
When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; 
When inſolence and barbariſm triumph'd, 
And ſwept away diſtinction; peaſants trod 2 
Upon the necks of nobles : low were laid n 
The reverend croſier, and the holy mitre, n 
And deſolation cover'd all the land; | 


By holy Paul, Vue a right 3 man! 


To think me yours, and rank me with your friends. 


1 own * glorious ſubject fires my breaſt, 
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Who can remember this, and not, like me, = 
Here vow to ſheath a dagger in his heart. 
Whoſe damn'd ambition would renew thoſe horrors, 
And ſet once more that ſcene of blood before us ? 

Go — now !. ſo hot! 

- So brave, and fo reſolv'd. 

G bp. Is then our friendſhip: of ſo little moment, 
That you could arm your hahd againſt my life? 

Haß I ho your highneſs does not-think I mean it 


No, heav'n 8 er your princely perſan 
Should come within the ſcope of my reſentment. 


Gloft. O noble Ha * 1 
8 r : [ Embraces bim. 


The time is full of danger and diſtruſt, 

And warns us to be wary, Hold me not 
Too apt for jealouſy light farmaſe,  — - 
If whey 1 mating to lodge you next-my heart, 
I put your truth to trial. 5 nth . 
And live, your king and — ſupport: 
For me, I aſk no more than honour gives, 


Hay. Accept what thanks a gratefl heart ſhould 
* Q REY... -; Glofter ! judge me not ge. | 


Y Of manners rude, and inſolent of ſpeech, 


« If, when the public ſaſety is in queſtion, 
My zeal flows warm „ my tongue. 

0 Ghfe. Enough of this: in woedy coppliment 
ls much againſt the plainneſs of my nature: 
judge you by myſelf, a clear true ſpirit, 
And, as ſuch, ORC more to Join to. my boſom. 


9 arewell, and be friend.” ew el [Erie Gloſt. 
Haft, I am not 


Nor tkiPd and praftis'd ; in the arts of g 
To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to F 
The Duke 1s furely noble ; but he touch'd n me. 
Ev'n on the tend' reſt point ; the maſter-ſtring 
That makes moſt harmony or diſcord to me. 


| And 
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And my ſoul's darling paflion ſtands confeſs'd ; 
Beyond or love's or friendſhip's ſacred band, 
Beyond myſelf, I prize my native land: 
On this foundation would I build my fame, 
Ant the Greet and Roman name; 4 
England's peace bought cheaply with my blood, 
And die with N r a [Exit. 
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ACT. Tv. SCENE. continue. 
| Enter Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe, and Cateſby. 


nung; was the ſum of all: that he woald brook 
| Necelogiatien in; the: protegt. fees. - | 
Marry, at laſt, the teſty gentleman 
Was almoſt mov'd to bid us bold defiance : 
— 
he 
I prais'd his good 
2 — | 
Proceed we then i tis fre-mention'd ma matter, 
As nothin or truſting to friendſhip. | 
Rat. Hl does it thus befall. I could have wifth'd 
This lord had ftood with us. n 
* Thereto, his own poſſeſſions mighty ; 
The vaſſals and dependants on — 
Firm in adherence, ready, bold, — 
His name had been of vantage to your hi S 
And ſtood our preſent much in ſtead. / 
G declining from us, 


AH. This wayward : 


Has Sarranted ac. full the $i oti 


Which we this morn receiv d. it certain, 

This puling wWhining — 9 waye: 1 

And prompts his zeal for Edward's baſtard brood. 53 
Cat. noo tbe Fang Beart, 

And turn it at her will, you rule her fate; 

And ſhould, by inference and apt deduction, 
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Be arbiter of his. Is not her bread; 
The eee | | 
The bounty of your hand? Why does e ive, - 
If not to yield obedience to your pleaſure, 


To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command! 


ſage; , 
Teach every grace to ſmile in your behalf, 
And her deluded eyes to *, for you; 
His ductite reaſon will be wound about, 
Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, 
Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience. 
Gloft. Your counſel likes me well, it ſhall be fol- 
She waits without attending, on her fuit, 
* call her 1 in, and leave us here alone 


How poor.s thing FA 6 We how worthy ſcorn, 
eaves the guidance of Imperial manhood 


To fach « paltry piece of ff a> this is! 
A moppet made of prettineſs and pride; 
That oftener does her giddy fancies change, 
Than glitteruig — the ſun do colours 
Now, ſhame it! was our reaſon given 
For ſuch a uſe! To be thus paff d about 
Like a dry leaf, an idle ſtraw, a feather,, 
2 The ſport of every whiffling blaſt that blows ? 
* Beſhrew my heart, but it is wondrous ſtrange  o 
Sure PF 
That maſters ev'n the wiſeſt of us all. 
Enter Jane Shore. 58 
Oh! you are come moſt We have ponder d 
On this you grievance: tho? fome there are, 
Nay, and thoſe great ones too, who wou'd enforce - 
The rigour of, our power to afflict you, 
And bear a heavy hand; yet fear not you: 
We've ta'en a Gwoes's our 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from 


J. Sb. Thebleſflings of a heart with — — 6 


And reſcu'd from defpair,. attend your highneſs. 
Alas! my graciqus Lord, what have I done - 
0 


4 [low'd, 
Exeunt Natcliff —— \ 


Rat. Let her infru8 her tongue to bear your net. 


* 
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To kindle fuch relentleſs wrath againſt me? 
If in the days of all my paſt offences 
© Whemmoſt my heart was lifted with delight, 
© If I witheld my morſel fram the hun 
© Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's cry; 
If I have known a good I have not ſhar'd, 
Nor call'd the poor to take his portion with me, 
Let my worſt enemies ſtand forth, and now | 
Deny the ſuccour, which I gave not then. 

Glaſt. Marry there are, tho” I believe them not, 
Who ſay you meddle in affairs of ſtate: 
That you preſume to e, hike a buſy- body, 
Give your advice, and teach the Lords o' th council 
What fits the order of the common-weal. | 
FJ. Sh. Oh, that the buſy world, at leaft in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me? 
None then would waſte their hours in foreign thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their peace, 
To tread the mazes of fantaſtic falſhood, | 
© To haunt their idle ſounds and flying tales, 
© 'Thro? all the giddy noify courts of rumour ; 
Malicious flander never would have leiſure” | 
To ſearch, with prying eyes, for faults abroad, 
If all, like me, conſider'd their own hearts, 
And wept the ſorrows which they found at home. 

Gloft. Go to! I know your pow'r ; and tho' I truſt 
To ev'ry breath of fame, I'm not to learn [not 
That Haftings is profeſſ'd your loving vaſſal. 
But fair befal your beauty: uſe it wiſely, 
And it may ſtand your fortunes much in ſtead, 


3 


* 


Give back your forfeit land with increaſe, 
And place you high in ſafety and in honour. 


Nay, I could point a way, the which purſwung, 

You ſhall not only bring yourſelf advantage, 

But give the realm 22 cauſe to thank you. 
J. S. Oh! where or how—can my unworthy hand 

Become an inſtrument of good to any? 

Inſtruct Lese lowly ſlave, and let me fly _ 

To yield obedience to your dread command. 


Ghfe. 
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Gl. Why, that's well ſaid—Thus then—Obſerve 
me well, 


The ſtate, for many 


and x potent reaſons, 
Deeming my Bord „ 1 * unfit 
For the * 


Perl weight of England's crown 
J. &. Alas! for pity. 2 r 
Ghft. Therefore have reſolv'd 
To ſet aſide their unavailing infancy, 
And veſt the ſov'reign rule in abler bands. 
This, tho. of great importance to the public, 
Haſtings, for very peeviſhneſs and ſpleen, 
Does {ubbornly oppoſe, 

J. S. Does he? Does Haſtings? _ 

GH. Ay, Haſtings. 5 | 
J. Sb. R him for the noble 44 juſt Heav'ns: 
For this one action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 

With ſignal mercies, and with great deliverance, 
Save him from wrong, adverſity, and ſhame. 
Let never fading honours flouriſh round him, 
And conſecrate his name, ev*n to time's end : 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on earth, 
© And everlaſting bleſſedneſs hereafter,” 

56 How now ! | 

. 6h. The 3 forſaken, royal little ones ! 

S921 they be left a prey to ſavage power ? 
FN they "if up their harmleſs hands in vain, 

Cady to Heaven'for help, and not to be heard? 
Impoſſible ! O gallant generous Haſtings, 
Go on, purſue! aſſert the ſacred cauſe : 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And ſave the rand hr infants from 33 
Saints ſhall affiſt thee with prevailin . 
And warring angels combat on thy 


Glofe. 2 re pafing rich in this me heav' nly 


And went it at you pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! 

. My favour is not bought with words like theſe. 

Go to—you'll teach your tongue another tale. 

J. $4. No, tho” the royal Edward has undone me, 

He was my king, my gracious maſter ſtill ; = 
4 
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7 tho“ *twas a guilty flame, 

And fatal to my peace, yet till he lov'd me; 

With fondneſs, and with tenderneſs he doated, 

© Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my ſmiles :* 

And can.I my heart abhors the t ht? 

Stand by, and fee his children robb'd of right? 
_ Glo. Dare not, ev'n for thy ſoul, to n me 


further 
gning and your belery; 


None of your arts, your fei 
Your dainty ſqueamiſh coying it to me; 
Go—to your lord, you paramour, begone © | 
Liſp in kis ear, hang wanton on his neck, 
And play your monkey Is o'er to him. 
You know my purpoſe, chat yon purſue it, 
eren 
DN Aro, ver ONS ch, 
O my ton 20 e , 
Gita and commanding ns the breath kin pet, 
Sweet as — prevai 
E Pe ns Lager ane co of A 
That I had art andeloqueice divine, = 
To L 
And pl till death, — enen 


Gleft. Ha! Doſt thou brave me, minion! Doft | 


thou know / $451 | 
How vile, how very a wreech, my pow'r- can maks 


6 That I can let looſe fear, diſtreſs and famine, . 

To huntthy heels, like hell- hounds, thro? theworld ;* 

That I can plage thee in ſuch abjeQ fate, Ft 

As help ſhall never find thee ; where, repining, 

Thou ſhalt fit down, and gnaw the earth for anguiſh 

Groan to the pitileſs winds without return; 

Howl, like the midnight wolf amidſt the 2 

And curſe thy life, an bitterneſi and 
J. . Let me be branded for the 

Tarn'd forth and driven . 

Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my bread 

Upon the barren wild, and deſolate waſte, 

Feed on may gk, and ink my fling teas, 


Ter 
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E' er I conſent to teach my lips injuſtice, f 
Or wrong the orphan, who has none to fave him. 
Ghoſt. Tis well we'll try the temper of ** 
What hoa | Who waits without ? | 
Enter Ratcliffe, Cateſby, and attendants. 
Kat. Your highneſs pleaſure 
Gleft. Go, ſome of you, and turn this Grampet forth ! | 
Spurn her into the M ; there let her periſn, 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro' the city 
See it proclaim'd, that none, on of esd, | 
Preſume to give her comfort, Soy harbour Bon) 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt comfort, dies. W £ 
Her houſe, her coſtly; furniture and wealth, 
© The purchaſe of her looſe luxurious his,” 
We ſeize on, ener ſtate. 


Away ! Be gone! ITY 
5  jodge— 


LO 


J. Sb. Oh,thon mok righteou 
Humbly behold, I bow! myſelf to thee, + 
And own thy judice fn this hard decree: 
No longer, then, my ripe offences ſpare, 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 
Vet fince tis all ns 
For my paſt e tek ſorſeit life receive; 
No pity for my ſufferings here I crave, 
And only hope * en in the 


IE. J. Shore, ted by Cateſby and others 
G1. 80 * for this, Four K at an = 


{To Rat 

This idle toy „ this ſcorns 
This dl wo, this hiding bo ht as 
Be ready at my call. - 

Kar. The council waits © e e 
Upon your 5 leiſure. 

Gloft, Bid them enter. | 
Enter the Duke of Buckingham, Earl of — 
of Ely. 157 Hattinge and. others, EP 2. 


The Duke of Gloſter takes bis place at Oy and; | 
then the reſt fat; | 
athindie heje, 


Derb. In times we 
To point the day, and fix the folemn pomp - —adly 
1 A 7 8 Or 


What puniſhment 
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For placing England's crown, with all due writes. 


Upon our ſov'reigu Edward's youthful brow, | 
Haft. Some buly meddling knaves, tis ſaid, there are, 
A ſuch will fill be prating, who preſume 
dos bg and cavil at his royal right; | 
I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt, 
T appoint the order of the coronation ; 
So to approve our duty to the king, 
And ſtay the babbling of ſuch vain. 
Der6. "We > poems, to know — pleaſure. 
[Te Gloſter. 
Gloft. My lords, a ſet of worthy men you are, 
Prudent — juſt, and careful for the ſtate; 
Therefore, to your moſt grave determination 
[ yield myſelf in all things; and demand 
your wiſdom ſhall think meet 
T” inflit upon thoſe damnable contrivers, | 
Who ſhall with potions, charms, and wicking dregs, 
Practiſe againſt our perſon and our life! | 
Haft. So much Lhold the king your Meal debtor, 
 common-weal, 


So precious are you to 
'That 25 N 2 _ "= 
But in 


To ſay, who'er 22 ay they 2 
Glee. Then judge yourſelves, convince your eyes of 


Behold my 3 — chus blaſted, dry, and wither'd, - 


— bie rue 
Shrunk like a foul abortion, and 


Like ſome untimely product of the ſeaſons, 
Robb'd of its 


This is the ſorcery | + 
Who, in conjunction wich that harlot Shore, 
And other like confedꝰ rate midnight hags, 

By force of potent ſpells, of bloody . | 
22 

Call fiends an — eep⸗ 
And ſet the miniſters of hell at work, 
To torture and deſpail me of my lie. 


Haſt. If they have dans this 4 


Cl. 
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Gloſt. If they have done it! 
Talk'f thou to me of I's, audacious traitor ! ! 
Thou art that ſtrumpet witch's chief abettor, 
The patron and complotter of her miſchiefs, 
And join'd in this contrivance for my death. 

_ Nay ſtart not, lords What ho! a guard there, Sirs ! 
Enter guards. 

Lord Haſtings, I arreſt thee of high treaſon. 

Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away. 

He ſha'not live an hour. By holy Paul, 

Iwill not dine before his head be brought me. 

Ratcliffe, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done: 

The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. 

Exeunt Gloſter, and Lord. fellewing. 
 Manent Lord , Ratcliffe, and Guard:.. | 
Haff. What | and no more but this—How | to the 

ſcaffold © 
O gentle Rateliſs tell me, 40 I hold nn. 
Or if I dream, what ſhall I do to wake, 
To break, to e throꝰ this dread confuſion ? 
For ſurely death itfelf 18 not ſo painful 


As 1s this ſudden horror and ſurprize. 
Rate. Vou heard the duke's commands to me were 


Therefore, my — whires you to your ſhrift, 

WI good ſſ may. Summon conra , 

20 ns ae is Ain, * 
Haſt. Ves, — * „Iwill take thy friendly counſel, 

And die as a man ; *tis fomewhat hard. 

To call my-ſeatter'd-ſpirits home at once: 

But fince what muſt be, muſt be—let neceſſity 

Supply the place of time and tion, 

And arm me for the blow. Tis but to die, 

Tis but to venture on the common hazard, 

Which many a time in battle I have run; 

»Tis but to do, what at that very N 

In many nations of the peopled earth, 

LA thouſand and a thouſand mall do with me ;* 

"Tis but to cloſe my eyes and ſhut ont day-light, 

To view go more Gio wickb@waye'of men, | 


No 


* 
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No longer to behold the tyrant Glofer, 
And be a weeping witneſs of the woes, 
_ 1 6, hav hter, and calamities, 
ring on this unhappy land. 
Enter Alicia. wt | 
Alic. Stand off, and let me paſs—I will, I muſt 
Catch him once more in theſe def g arms, 
And hold him to my heart O Haſtings, Hafling. 
Haft. Alas! why com' thou at this moment 
To fill me with new terrors, new ions; 2 
To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd 
And ſhock the peace of my departing foul > 
Away, I prithee leave me! 
Alic. Stop a minute 
Till my full find the tyrant L 
Perdition fall on Glofter's head and mine. 
Haß. What means thy frantic grief? 
Alic. I cannot f — 
But I have . I could tell thee ! ' 
Ha an to thy conflictin paſſion 
Be . keep — in ſuſpenſe, 2 
Time preſſes, and a thouſand crowding thoughts 
Break 1n at'once ! this wa and char they ſnarch, 
They tear my burry'd : All claim attention. 
And yet not one is hear'd. Oh! ſpeak, and leave me, 
For I have buſineſs would employ an age, 
And but a minute's time to get it done in. 
Alic. That, that's my tis I that urge thee *. 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, ſweep thee from earth, 
And drive thee down this precipice of fate. 
Haff. N geg is grown wild. Could thy weak 
h $0 
Bring on this mighty ruin? If it could, 
What have I done to thy ſoul, 
So deadly, fo beyond the reach of pardon, 
'That ** but my life can make atonement ? 
Alic. Thy cruel ſcorn hath ſtung 1 
And ſet my boſom all in flames: 
Raving and mad 1 der to my revenge, 
And writ I know not what—told the protector, 


That 


* 
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That Shore's deteſted wife, by wiles, had won thee 
To plot againſt his greatneſs—He believ'd it, 
(Oh, dire event of icious counſel!) 
And, while I meant deſtruction on her head, 
H has turn'd 1 it all on thts. 
c 0 mercileſs, wild, and un fend! 
< Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſm' d miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Curſt be its 
For there is none fo deadly; doubly curs 
He all thoſe eaſy foolswho give it harbour; 
Who 55 a monker looſe among mankind, | 
* Fiercer than famine, war, or ſpotted peſtilence ; 
© Baneful as death, and horrible as heil. 
Ali. If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own 
falſhood; | 
« Curſe the-lewd maxims of thy d ſex, 
Which taught thee firſt to laugh a fake and jules 
oaths, 


To ſcorn the ſolemn ſanctity of 
And make a jeſt of a woman's ruin: 


« Curſe thy i xe pn inſulting tongue, 
0 That rab this fatal fury in my foal, 
And urg'd my vengeance to us both.” 22 

Haff. O thou inhaman! Turn thy eyes aways. 
Ang blaſt me not with their deſtructive beams 
Why ſhould I curſe thee with my dying breath ? 
Be gone! and let me die in peace. 
Ali, Can e thon—O cruel Haſtings, leave me 
thus! * 


Hear me, I beg thee—l conjure thee, hear me ! 


S Iſwear, 
By all the pangs I feel all the ſorrows, 
'The terrors and deſpair lofs ny give me, 


My hate was on my rival 
Oh! had I — falſe art thow art, 
A danger to thy life, I would havedy'd, 
I would have met it for thee, and made bare 


; My ready faithful breaſt to ſave thee from it. 


Haſt. Now mark! * tremble at heaven's juſt 
award: 


. 


8 | | While 


OS ——— RM RR Oo ROO 


Turn thee 1 —— 
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White thy infatiate wrath and fell revenge, 
Purſv/d * innocence which never wrong d thee, 
Behold, the miſchief falls on thee and me : 
Remorſe and heavineſs of heart ſhall wait thee, 
And everlaſting anguiſh be thy portion: 
For me, the ſnares of death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor moment, Lam gone. 


Oh! if thou haſt one tender thought remaining, 


Fly to thy cloſet, fall upon thy kænees, 
And recommend a 
Ali. Oh! 


ſoul to merey. 
—— 
pity to me, . 

And, in compaſſion of my ſtrong „ | 

Say, — hain: N 1 d 41 

The fatal raſhneſs of ungovern d love? N 

For, Oh! tis certain, if I — de, 

Reyond peace, my reaſon, fame, 

14 — — Gt 

This day of horror never ſhould have known us. 
Haſt. e rr 


[Rajfng ber. 
Aſſuage thy tears, fur 1 will chide-no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy. fair-one. 

I ſee the hand of Heav'n is arm'd againſt me; 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees | mn 
To puniſh me by thy. miſtaken hand. 
Moſt righteous doom! for, Oh, While I behold thee, 
Thy wrongs riſe up interrible array,, 
And charge thy = mary — thy fair fame, 
Thy ſpo diet bea — and youth; 
Diſhonour'd, blaſted, and tray d by me. 

Ali. And does thy heart _ for my undoing ? 
Oh, that inhuman-Gi/ter could err 
But half ſo eaſily as I can pardon 

Haſjt. A —— we mutually forgiveneſs 
So may the guilt of all my en vows, 
My perjuries to thee, be all forgotten, 
As here my ſoul acquits thee of my death, | 
As here 1 without one angry thought, 
As * I leave: thee with thee ſofteſt tenderneſs, 


Mourning 


— WU 
— ee * 
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'To 


Juſt Heav'n, ſhall-double all RR 


As 2 
Farewel, for 


Mourning the chance of our diſatrous loves, p 


* 1 1 4 8 — _— the duke as ene Gard chide 


For lei in my pong l me 
Hoſe. Laber. 12 ; 


Ali. Inſatiate, ſavage monſter Is a moment | 
So tedious. to thy malice ?: Oh, repay him, 
Thou avenger | Give him blood for blood: | 
Guilt oe hends pos him! lightnings blaſt 
Some hornd, carſed kind of death o'er take him, 
Sudden, and: in the fulneſs of his fins!” 
That he maypknow how terrible it i, 
© En eee 4 
Hat. This rage is all in vain, *rhat tears thy boſom; 
Like a poor. bird that flutters in its cage, 
Thou beat'ſt thyſelf to death. Retire; I beg thee ; 


| To fee thee chns, — 
Th 


y Monies are added to my own, 
And makothe burthen| merethan can be. A 
Farewell—Good angels viſit thy afflictions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 
Ali. Oh! ſtab me to the heart, EN hand, 
Now ftrike me dead—— 
Haſt. One thing] had forget : 
I charge thee, by our preſent common miſeries ; 
By our taſk loves; if yet they have a name; 
By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter, 
Let not the rancour of thy hate: _ 17 
The innocence of thy unhappy 
Thou know'ft who tis 1 mean; Oh! thould't + 
wrong her, 


And make em 13 8 
A | 

ever“! The guards Haſtin 0 

Alt. For ever! Oh, for erer! — wo. 

Oh, D damn fer angr t-: 

My rival, too! Hi If thoughts hang on her, 

And be partod, left a bleſſing for her: 


1 
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Shall he be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever? 
No; fince her _ beau was the cauſe 

Of all my ſuff”rin „let Ker ſhare m y pains ; 
Let her, like me, Sor every joy bel u, | 
Devote the hour when ſuck a wretch was born; 
Like me, to defarts and to darkneſs run, 
Abhor the day, anck curſe the golden ſun ;* 
Caſt ev'ry „ And ev'ry hope behind; 
Deteſt the works of nature, loath miikind : 
Like me, With eries diffracted, fill the air, 
Tear her poor boſom, rend ker frantic hair, 
And prove the torinetirs of the laſt . [ 


dor v 


Enter Belmour and Dumont. 


 DowonT. 
OU ſaw hee, men? 
Bal. I met her, as returning; 
In ſolemn penance from the pi 
Before her, certain raſcal officers 
Slaves in authorny, the knaves 6f puter, 
Proclaim'd the tyfant Glhfer's eret orders. 
O either fide her mareh'd an ill-jook d prieft, 
© Who with ſevere, with hofrid Ra 'eyes, 
Did, ever and anon, by turns, upbraid her, 
© And thünder in Wer trembling ear damnation.” 
Around her, numberleſs, the rabble flow'd, 
Should' ring catch other, crowding for af, 
SGuping and garing, taunting and revili 
Some pitying— but thoſe, alas! how few! 
'Fhe moſt, ach iron Hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe barbarity of human Kind, 
With inſolence and lewd reprosen 
Hooting and rating, and With · WIfainous hands 
Sat ring che fith 1 the con 2 2 
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Pure ber, ' 


Dum. 


= 
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Dum. Inhuman dogs! 
How did ſhe bear it? | 
Bel. With the gentleſt patience; | 
Submiflive, Tad, and lowly was her look; 

A burning taper in her hand ſhe bore, 
And on her ſhoulders,cazeleſs]y confus'd, 
With looſe neglect, her lovely treſſes hun A 

Upon her cheek a faintiſh bluſh was ſp 

Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with pain. 

While bare-foot as ſhe trod the flinty pavement, 

Her footſteps all along were mark'd with blood, 

Yet, filent ſtill ſhe paſs'd and unrepining; 

Her ſtreaming eyes bent ever on the earth, 1 
Except when in ſome bitter pang of forrow, 1 SD 
eav'n ſhe ſeem'd in — zeal to raiſe, 

And beg that mercy man deny'd her here. 

Dum. When was this piteous fight ? 

Bel. Theſe laſt two days. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy means of your deliverance, 
Which but for Haftings' death I had not gain'd, 
During that time, altho' I have not — 
Yet divers truſty meſſengers I've ſent, MI 

To wait about, and watch a fit CONVENIENCE 

To give her ſome relief, but all in vain ; 
A churliſh guard attends upon her ſteps, wi 
Who menace thoſe with death, —— 2 
And drive all ſuccour from her.. 

— Let em threaten ; * 

D prove its erde maliten 
leav? end map ſoul, as here I v . | 

To give her help, ad ſhare one fortune with her. 
Bel. Mean you to ſee her, ww; in your own form ? 


| Dum. I do. 
the conſequence 


Bel. And have you 

Dum. What is there T ſhould. 

Bel. Have you examin'd _. * | 
Into your inmoſt heart, ie | 
The ſev'ral ſecret ſprings that move the paſſions ? 
* mercy „0 ſo ſure, 5 
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That wrath and vengeance never may return? 

Can you reſume a huſband's name; and bid 

Wh het wakeful dragon, fierce reſentment, ſleep ? : 

Dum. Why doſt thou ſearch ſo deep, and urge my 
memory, 

© To conjure up my wron e lte again ?* 
© I have long labour'd*to myſelf, 

To think on all time backward, like a 

> — and void, where nothing &er had 

* But thou haſt led it again: Revenge 
And — vow i — forms, | 
Shoot all their fires, and drive me to Graco · 

* Bek. Far be the thought from me My care was only 

To arm you for the meeting: better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that name 
© Recall forgotten rage, and make the huſband 
« Deſtroy the yen'rows pity of Dumone. WY 

Dum. -O'thou'haſt ſet my buſy brain at work,. 

. hy - **% 

Which; to T 
er e ee 

That angel face on which my dotage ung 

| That angel en which till my foul 
With veryreagernels went forth towards her, 
And iflu'd at my eyes—Was there a 
Which the ſun ri the Indian mine, 
Or the rich boſom of the ocean yields; 

What was there art could make, vr e could wank 

a - Which I have left unſought to deck her beauty? 

What could her kin do-more?—And yet ſhe fled., 
Bel. Away with that ſad fancy 
Dam. Oh, that day?! 

The thought of it muſt live for ever with me. 

I met her, Belmowr, when the royal ſpoiler 

Bore her in triumph from widow'd home 

Within his chariot, by his the fat, 

And liften'd to his talk with downward looks, - 

„Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd afide to glance, 

Her eyes encounter d mine—Oh !_ 

Qh.: who can paint my — her amazemene 


| 


ing; 


my friend 3+ - 
* 
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As at the firoke of death, Twice 2259's the pale 5 
And twice à burning crunſon bluſh'd all o'er her; 
Then, with » ſariek, heart - wounding, loud the cry'd, 

While down her cheeks two guſhing torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her hands, which thus 3 — 


Mov'd at her grief, the tyrant ravidher, 
With 1 Fer 


With bo pe hand — and e then, 5 
If ever miſery were known like hers? 
Dum. pt prey yer Canthat delicate frame 
Endure the-beating of a form ſo rude? . 
Can ſhe, — ten ſeolons.chavg'd - 
To court her appetite and exawn- her board, 
For whom che foreign. vintages were prets'd,. . 
For whom the merchank {proud his Aiken orgs, 


Can ſhe 


Intreat for bread, and want n een 
Towra her ſhix'ring boſom Gom the weather ? 


When ſhe was mins, no care came wer ber; 5 ; 
I thought the gentleſt breeze that wakes 2 
Too rough to * der; „ 


Danc'd all the day re her, ang at night 


Soft ſlumbers i: on * do ny pillow— 
Now ſad and ſhelterleſe, perhaps, he lies. 
Where piercing winds blow-ſharp, and the chill * 
Drops from ſome gent-houſe on ber wWretched head, 

Drenches her locks, and kills her with the cold. 


It is too much Hence with her paſt offences, © 


They are atton d at full. = ſtay we, then? 
Oh! let us haſte, my friend, TIRES - 


1 
! 


| 


—_—_ 


5 And reſt her head on what cold tone ſhe 


Enter Jane Shore, ber hair hanging looſe on ber Pars, 
and voted. 


: 8 3 
Orchid his dreadful rod of vengeance ** 
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Bel. Somewhere about this of the town, 

I Near the poor abandon'd creature lingers : 
Her guard, tho? ſet with ſtricteſt watch to keep 


Atl food and friendſhip from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the ſtreets, there chooſe her bed, 


Dum. Here let us then divide; each in his round 
To ſearch her ſorrows out; whoſe hap it is 
Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her fainting ſteps, and meet we here together. | 


J. Sb. vet, yet endure, nor: nur, O-my foul 
For are not thy tranſ F 
Do not cover like riſing floods, 

And preſs thee like a weight of waters down ? 

Does not the hand of $s aſſiict thee ? 

And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 
r almighty, haſt done 


- 
- 


Wait then with patience, till the 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed 
And iy Ap) verſe. 2x, * : The rng thas- 
With labour drudges out the painful day, 

r e 20 

To ſee the ſhadows riſe, and be _ 
And, hark, methinks the roar that late d me, 
Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wi 4; 

And ſoftens into filence. — Wii 
And malice then weary, and obs whe ? * 
My guard; too, — obſerv d me ſtill ſo cloſe,.. 
Tire in the taſk of their inhuman office, 
And loiter-far behind. Alas I faint,” 
My ſpirits fail at once—This is the door 
Of my Alicia——Blefſed [ 
Pl ſteal a little ſuccour from her neſs; 

Now uren ag knocks at the doo. x 
8 
Is your lady, n 4 
Ws C5. 


wg 


: * 


* 


My. 


— 
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My gentle friend, at home! Oh! bring me to her. 
[Geieg is. * 

Ser. Hold, mige fe, ; whither would you ? 


{Pulling ber deck. 

J. Sb. Dae knew me 4 : 

Ser. I know you well, and know my orders, tog 
You muſt not enter here 

J. Sb. Tell my Alicia. 
"Tis I would ſee her. 

Ser. She is ill at-eaſt, - 
And will admit no viſitor. 
J. $6, But tell her 1 
"Tis I, her friend, the partnat of her heart, 
Wait at the door and. beg.—— el 
Go hence, and how! to thoſe that will regard you, 


X n. 


F. Sh. 1 the time has been, 
When this door, that har my paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almaoſt leap d from of its hinges, 


[Shuts.the deer and Enit. 


To give me entrance here; © when. this good houſe 15 


1 pour d forth all ita — to receive me; 
en my approaches m a little holiday, 
And every 9 dreſs d in {miles to meet me: 
But now Sow th otherwiſe ; and thoſe who blels'd me, 
No curſe me to my face. Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray farther ons for I can die ev n here 

" Enter Alicia in difarder, —— —— — 

* in two 4 

thou, Whaſe miſery =" 


Hangs on my door; na wee 
Breaks in upon my forraws, and diſtracts 
My jarring ſenſes with thy beggar's ery? . 

J. Sb. A very beggar, and æ wretch. indeed; a 
One driv'en by — — | 


For ſuccours here; one peri = FIT 


Whoſe hunger has nat taſted 
A * of water and a Nee br 21 


Alic. What wretch art 
baſeneſs 


And — 1 aſks, for 


* 


Alic. | 
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Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for bread? 
I know thee not Go -hunt for it abroad, | 
Where wantan bands upon the earth have ſcatter'd 1 it, 
Or caſt it on the waters—Mark the eagle, 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the proy 3 
Watch — — of the valley ſeed. | 
And ſeek thy food with them .I know thee not. 

J. Sh. And yet there was a time, hen my Alicia 
Has thought unha by Shore her dearelt blefiing, 
And ——. the live - long day ſhe paſs d without me; 
* When pair'd like turtles, we were — 
When often as we prattled arm in arm, | 
2 fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, - 
She lov'd me more than all the world beſides. - ; 

Alic. * ſay'ſt thou! Let me look upon thee 

well 

"Tis due know thee now—A miſchief on thee || 
Thou art that fatal fair, that curſed ſhe, - 
That ſet my brain a madding. Thou bat robb'd me; 
Thou hat undone 7 Kea ow ! — 1 | 
See his pale bloody Aung by me 
+. Give me him back. "how fofr deluder, 
C Thou Deapteaps wit 

F. SB. Alas 1 never wrong'd y00 - 

Oh! then be good to me; have pity on ma 
Thou never-knew'{ the of want, 
And may'ft thou never kn] it, Oh! beftow 
Some poor, remain, - the voiding of thy table, „ 
A morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd ſoul. 

Alic. Avaunt l and — not near me 

F. Sb. To thy hand 
I truſted all; gave my whole ftore to thee, - 
Mn GA IS „ | 
The ſmalleſt pittance, give me ta eat, 
Leſt I fall down and periſh here before thee. 

Alic. Nay ! tell not me! Where is wy king, ay 

Edward, 

And all the cringing train of courtiers, 
That bent the knee before thee? 

J. Sb. Oh! for mercy! _ 


\ 


Alic 0 
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Ake. Mercy! I know it not for I am miſerable. 
Pl give thee , for here ſhe dwells ? | 


This is her houſe, where the fan-never downs, 
The bird of ni bt fits ſcreaming o'er the roof, 
Grim — fmecp along the horrid 
And nought 1s heard but wailin 
Hark ! ſomething cracks above .: 
And ſee the n ing ruin falls to cruſh me ! 
»Tis falPn, tis here? I felt it on my brain! 

* 1/ Serv. This fight diſorders her— 

« 24 Sore; Retire, dearlady— 
And leave this woman — | 
Alic. Let her take my counſel : | 

ſhould'ſt thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy heart, 
And yſelf of this deteſted being: 
I wo'nce linger lon behind the here. 
A waving flood of blueiſh fire fwells o'er me; 
And now tis out, and I am drown'd in- blood. 
Ha! what art thou! thou horrid headleſs trunk > 
It is my Hafling: ſee he wafts me on! 
Away Does Ty! I follow thee; : 
But come not thou with miſchie beauty 
To interpoſe between us, I 
Give thy fond arts and thy deluſions oer, 
0 For thou ſhalt never, never us more. 


[ She rums off, her Servants 


2 


— — 


7. Sb. Alas 1 the raves; her brain, 1 fear is tum d. 


In mercy look upon her, gracious A 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 


- 


Sure I am near-upon my, s end; 
My head runs round, Nr hah to fail, | 4 


And dancing. ſhadows ſwim before my fight. 


Thou common 
And let me reſt with thee. 
N Dore AT. 
n 
Thy 2 gong! thee lower, 
Look up, thou poor afflifted one l thou mourner, 
We none has comforted! Where are thy friends, 


: The 


I can no more, [lies down] receive me, thou cold 
parent, nnn. . [earth, 


A 
* 
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The dear companions of thy joyful days, 

Whoſe hearts thy warm proſperity mat gld, 

Whofe arms were taught to grow like ivy round my, 

And bind thee to their boſoms Thus with thee, + 

Thus ler us live, and let us die, they aid. 

For ſure thou art the ſiſter of our loves, 

And nothing ſhall divide us Nom where are they? 
J. Sh. 2 where indeed? They ſtand 


And view my tees Grom afar 7 | 
* When they aſs by, they wks cheindiphde in frown, 
; Pops x (dos Frome r PP - 
* A d e, abde to picy me- 

— 1 


there may be danger; A 
Let me not pall a ruin an thy 


Leave me go die alone, for I am fail'n 
Never to rife, and all relief i is vain. 

Bel, Net raiſt thy deopi boad x for I am come 
To chaſe. away deſpair-' Id! where vonder 
. 
$ ng to . A 

J. Sb. Dumont f 5m ts here! 8 N 
Then Heav'n has heard my pray'r bios 


Renews the Ggringsof le 6nd chears wy 
Has he then cap d the faare? 


Bel. GG 11 35 
cke 0 hat Damen knew, 
better apgel's form, 


and 


He comes 


For nav he wears your 
And comes to viſit you with 


: ' 0 
x . 


J. Sh. ' Speak, wall me! Which v bei And bo þ 
. whay would 
This dreadful viſon See it comes seg, 1 © 
It is my Abt. + erer «> 
Sb. She fainte] ſupport her a 
6 2 by head, While 1 lol inf thieeakeb © 
Into her dying F 
Rich herbs and flow'rs, the potent juice is drawn 3 
0 WIR wondꝰ rous force it ſtrikes the — ſpirits, 
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© Drives them around, and wakens life anew.” 
rize. 

ws ſee, the ſtirs! And the returning blood 
Upon her aſhy cheek —— 

SB. So ety raiſe her — * ber 7 

Bel. How fare you lady? 

FJ. Sb. My heart is thrilf'd with horror— 

ge 

Yout huſband lives! *tis he, my worthieſt fiend— 

J. Sb. Still art thou there Still doſt thou hover 
Oh, ſave me, Belmour, from his an 

Bel. Tis he himſelf he lives? 1 
Oh that my eyes could ſhut him Fry We 
To blaſt thy eyes with horror? Since is growe 
A burthen Mp: world, myſelf, and thee, 

FJ. S. Oh! thou moſtinjur'd—doſt, thou live, i in- 

| dud += -- 
Hide me, rocks, within ſecret caverns.z. q 
Caſt thy bla ack veil upon » ſhame, O Night! os 
Y 2 

Sh. Wh dit thou. turn away — ty tremble: 
Why thus indul 
Abandon thy-di foul to horror ? 
And let em never vex thy quiet more, 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee,. 

hy forſaken home, 

With tender joy, with ſond forgiving love, 


Bel. Her weakneſs could not bear the ſtrong fur- 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 

- F. $6: Ha! What art thou ? Fells 

- Bel: Be of courn 

round me 
ſhade a 

J. Sb. I dare not! 

SB. Am I fo hateful, then, ſo to thee, 
Wou'd I had ne'er furviv d to ſee thee more. 
Fall then, ye mountains, on n ; 
And ſhield me with th le wing for ever. 

E 
thy frars > and in deſpair, 
Caſt every black and guilty thought behind thee, 
To bring thee back tot 
And all the longings of my firſt defires. 


"© Fo 


© The 


2492 8b. No, arm thy brow ith vengeance; and 


x 
þ 


And holds thee white, as unoffending 


But 
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G The miniſter 6f Heaven's inquiring juſtice. 
Array thyſelf all terrible for udgment, 

E Wrath in thy e ES, and thunder. in thy voice ; * 6%. 
© Pronounce my ſentence, and if. yet there de 
© A woe I have not felt, inflict it on me. 

Sb. The meaſure of my ſorrows is  compleat ; 3 
And I am come to N thee from i injuſtice. 
The hand of pow'r no more ſhall Tk th | 
: Nor proud oppreſſion grind thy humble foul. - 


* 7. Sb. Art thou not riſen by maracle from death? 
Thy ſhroud is faln from off thee, and the grave 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might ſt come 
The meſſenger of grace and .Loodneſs tome, 

Jo ſeal my peace, and bleſs me ere I go. 

* Oh! let me then fall-down: beneath thy feet, 
And weep my pratitude for ever there; 

« Give me your drops, ye ſoft deſcending rains, 
Give me your ſtreams, ye MY ceaſing ſprings, 
That my fad eyes may br ſuſ 7 my duty, 
And feed an everlaſtin | 


sb. Wale not thy ebf „ 
© Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and tance; 
« Therefore my heart has et aſide the pat, @ 
* Therefore in ſpite of cruel Gee — 
« Soon as my friend had broke my priſon 
© I flew to thy aſſiſtance. Let us haſte, 


Now while occaſion ſeems to ſmile u n us, 
Forfake-this place of ſhame, and find a ſhelter. - 


F. 8h. t thall I ſay to you? Jon Lena” * 'roÞ 
S5. Lean on my arm ; 


J. Sb. Alas! I'm wond'rous Faint : 


mr TI I have not eat theſe three 


S5. Oh, „ „Lock here, my . I've 


broyght thee 


59 
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J. &. How can you be To gc ban e 
you were ever thus. I well remember 
- With what fond care, what diligence of love, 


Von. 


3 
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Vou leib out your wealth 66 by 
* Preventing every win: * ad en 
me Rome, 


5 | 
SIE could f leave 


© 85. Tue bene of this; Ot . 
F. 8h. Youre Ay alter d 
Say, gentle Bene, is He not? how 
2 Your Viſage is berome? Your eyes are 
© Nay, you are wrinkled toon Ales the thy * 

My wretchednefs has coft you HE 2 tear 
And many u bitter DS ly Tr 

Shi Ne more K, 
nd eat,“ 


7. S. d ere 1 


My eds wngve cleaves to the clammy roof, 


< Al HOW i #6 rat Toathin ed, hs 
Oh! Inn 


85. Thou wurd Tous ibtrew- ! 
W&t chou ME drink her blood, pur fue Her fill!” 
Muſt the then die O ay poor itent! 
Speak peace to chy fad heart: ſhe Hears me not; 
Grief fruſters.- ev ſenſe. help me to hold der 
Bnet Cateſby, with 4 guard. 
Cat. Serre on em both, as traitors to the ſtate— 
Bel. What mens this violence? 
TSA lay bold un Sote” nx Selb. 
Car. | Wave t fbr Wend , 
In ſcorn of che pidreAbr et command, 
— —＋ baſe woman, and n 


Her infam 

> Any on thy head! * 

Tho tool of powers: " hon dere to lt, 

Trell-tfee, knave, tho 't'of none ſb e. 

And ſhe that bore thee was af Arie to her. 
Car. You'll anſwer this x fall=<#v4y Wick 


$54. Is charity grown treaſdn roy our courr? 
What honeſt 7 4 Ink, Been ſack dated? 


12 am content that we ſhoufd die togetfferm== 


rgot 


4 


£ 


Cat. 


the pleiſires, 


S 


Cat. Convey the men to priſon ; but for her, 
Leave her to hunt her fortune as ſhe may, 
J. Sb. I will not part with him for me 
for me! +a Sa pon 
Oh! muſt he die for me 


[ Following him as be is carried off—She falls; 


Sz. Inhuman villains! [ Breaks from the guards. 


Stand off! The agonies of death are on her 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold hand. 
J. Sb. bo blow, wanting to compleat my 
ruin | 
Oh! let me go, ye miniſters of terror. 
He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield obedience to your cruel maſter. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laſt breath with you. 
$h. Oh, my love! 
Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter moment, 
This grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former?“ 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying eyes upon me, 
With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous look, 
As if thy heart were full of ſome ſad meaning 
Thou could'ſt not ſpeak ? 
J. Sb. Forgive me but forgive me! 
Sh. Be witneſs for me, ye celeſtial hoſt, 
Such mercy and ſuch pardon as'my ſoul 
Accords to thee, and begs of heay*n to ſhew thee ; 
May ſuch befal me at my lateſt hour, 
And make my portion bleſt or curſt for ever. 

J. SH. Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in peace— 
*Tis very dark, and I have loſt you now—— 
Was there not ſomething I would have bequeath'd 

ou ? ; © 6:88 | 
But 1 1 nothing left me to beſtow, 
Nothing but one fad figh. Oh! mercy, Heav'n! 


[ Dies. 
Bel. There fled the ſoul, | 
And left her load of miſery behind. 
Sh. Oh, my heart's treaſure ! Is this pale fad viſage 
All that remains of thee E are theſe dead eyes _ 


OS . 
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The light that cheer'd my foul ? Oh, heavy _ 
But I will fix my trembling lips to thine, 

"THI I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we part, then ?—will * 


To the ds takin away. 
Fare thee ell , 5 Fort her. 
Now execute tyrant's will, bu lead mo 
To bonds, or death, tis equally indifferent. | 
Bal. Bet thoſe, who view this ſad example, know, - 
What fate attends the broken marriage vow z 
And teach their children in ſucceeding times, 
No common vengeance waits upon theſe crimes, 
When ſuch ſevere repentance could not ſave 
From want, from ſhame, enn. 
[Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 


B P 2 L 0 8 UE. 


Z 8 matrons al, ye Virtuous Wives, 


Who with horrid huſbands, decent lives &. , 
You, who, far ally ou are in ſuch a taking, ; 14 


To ſee your ee drinking, gaming, raking, 

Tet make a conſcience fill of cuckold-making ; 

What can we ſay you pardon to obtain 

T his matter here was prow'd againſt poor Jane : 

Se ntver once deny'd it; but, in ſhort, "OP 

Whimper' d—and cry d—** Sweet Sir, Pm forry fort .* 

*Tavas well he met a kind, good-natur'd foul, 

We are not all fo eaſy to controal : 

T fancy one might find in this good town, 

Some wou'd h told the gentleman his own ; 

Have anſwer'd /mart—** To what do you TY 

*« Blockhead *— 4s if I muſt not ſee a Friend ; 

% Tell me of hackney coaches —TFaunts to , 

« Where ſhould I buy my china ?—Faith PII fit 22 

Our wife was of .a milder, meeker ſpirit ; 

You !-—lords and maſters {— wwas not that ſome merit? 

Don't you allow it to be a virtuous ing. 

When aue ſubmit thus to your domineering ? 

Well, peace be with her, he did wrong een, 

But fo do many more who look demurely. 

Nor on d our - madam weep alone, 

There are more W wickedneſs than one. 

1f the reforming flage be Beal fall to ſhaming 

4 fi pride, hypocriſy, and gaming ; 
1 might move compaſſion, 

= with He- tragedies o er-rum the nation. 

T hen judge the fair offender with good nature, 

Aud let your felloww-feeling curb your ſatire. _ 

What if our neighbours have ſome 2 Il failing, 

Muſt we needs Fall to damning and to railing ? 

For her excuſe tos, be it underflood, ? 


That if the.awomen was not quite /o good, 
Her lover Twas a king "be feb ard hood 


And fince ſ has dearly paid the finful ſcore, 
Be kind at laſt, and pity poor Jane Shore, 
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$7 The Reader is defired to obſerve, that the Paſſages 
omitted in the Repreſeatation at the Theatres" are here | 
preſerved, and marked with inverted Commas; as in 
Line 15 to 17 in Page 10.-— Aſc, The Additions made at 
"the Than, are ene 
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HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 


THE 


ESE 2 « Bs. 


—— 


MADAM, | 
HAT high ſtation, which by your birth you 

hold above the people, exacts from every one, 
as a duty, whatever. honours they are capable of pay- | 
ing to your Royal Highneſs : but that more exalted 
place, to which your virtues have raiſed you, above 
the reſt of princes, makes the tribute of our admi- 
ration and praiſe rather a choice, more immediately 
preventing that duty. ad | 
The public gratitude is ever founded on a public | 
benefit ; and what is univerſally blefſed, is always an | 
univerſal bleſſing. Thus from yourſelf-we derive the 
offerings which we bring; and that incenſe which 
ariſes to your name, only returns to its original, and 
but naturally requires the parent of its being. 

From hence it is that this poem, conſtituted on a 
moral, whoſe end it is to recommend and to encou- 
rage virtue, of conſequence has recourſe to pour 
Royal Highneſs's patronage ; aſpiring to caſt itſelf 
beneath your feet, and declining approbation, till 
you ſhall condeſcend to own it, and vouchſafe to ſhinc 


upon it as on a creature of your influence, 
A2 | It 
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we 
It is from the example of princes that virtue be- 
comes a faſhion in the people; for even they who 
are averſe to inſtruction, will yet be fond of imi- 
tation. - ns 
But there are multitudes who never can have means 
nor opportunities of ſo near an accefs; as to partake 
of the benefit of ſuch examples. And to theſe, Tra- 
pedy, which diſtinguiſhes itſelf from the valgar poetry 
y the dignity of its characters; may be of uſe and in- 
formation. For they who are at that diſtance from 
original greatneſs, as to be deprived of the happineſs 
of contefi PRs the perfections and real exeellencles 
of your Royal Hi 


ghneſs's perſon in your court, may 
yet behold ſome ſmall ſketches and images of the vir- 
tues of your mind, abſtracted, and repreſented on the 
theatre, n 
I nus poets are inſtructed, and inſtruct; not alone 
by precepts which perſuade, but allo by examples 
which illuſtrate. Thus is delight interwoven with 
inſtruction ; when not only virtue is preſcribed, but 
alſo repreſented, | TER 

But if we are delighted with the livelineſs of a 
feigned repreſentation of great and good perſons and 
their ations, how mult we be charmed with behold- 
ing the perſons themſelves ? If one or two excelling 
qualities barely touched in the ſingle action and ſmall 
compaſs of a play, can warm an audience with a 
concern and regard even for the ſeeming ſucceſs and 
proſperity of the actor; with what zeal muſt the 
hearts of all be filled for the continued and increaſing. 
happineſs of thoſe who are the true and living in- 
ſtances of elevated and perſiſting virtue? Even the 
vicious themſelves muſt have a ſecret veneration for 
thoſe peculiar graces and endowments, which are 
daily ſo eminently conſpicuous in your Royal High- 
neſs; and though repiniag, feel a pleaſure, which, 
in ſpite of envy, they per-force approve. 


If 
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If in this piece, humbly offered to your Royal 
Highneſs, there ſhall appear the reſemblance of any 
of thoſe many excellencies which you ſo promiſcu- 
ouſly poſſeſs, to be drawn fo as to merit your leaſt ap- 
probation, it has the end and accompliſhment of irs 
deſign. . And however imperfe&t it may be in the 
whole, —_— the inexperience or incapacity of the 
author, yet if there is ſo much as to convince your 
Royal Highneſs, that a play may be with induſtry 
ſo diſpoſed (in ſpite of the licentious practice of the 
modern theatre) as to become fometimes an innocent, 
and not unprofitable entertainment; it will abun- 
dantly gratify the ambition, and recompenſe the en- 
deavours of, 
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PROLOGUE. 


HE time hae been when plays were not /o plenty, 
And a leſs number now would well content ye. 


New plays did then litt Almanacks appear; 
| And one was thonght ſufficient for a year 
Though they are mere like almanacks of late; 
Fer in one year, I think, they're out of date. 
Nor were they without reaſon join'd together : 
For juſt as one prognoſticates the weather, | 
How plentiful the crops, or ſcarce the grain, 
What peals of thunder, and what ſhowers of rain ; 
So other can foretel, by certain rules, 
| What crowds of coxcombs, or what floods of fools, 
In fuch like prophecies «were Poets ſtill'a, | 
Which now they find in their own tribe fuld: 
| The dearth of wit, they did Jo long preſage, 
I fallen on us, and aut Har ves the flage. 
Were you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 
Poor actors threſb ſuch empty He of firaw ? 
Toiling and lab ring, at their lungs expence, 
To ftart a jeſt, or force.a little ſenſe a 
Hard fate for us, fill harder in ih event 
Our Authors fin, but we alone repent. 
Still they proceed, and, at our charge, write worſe : 
*Tawere ſome amend: if they could reimburſe ; 
But there's the Devil, tho? their cauſe is left, 
There's no recovering damages or coſt. 
Good wits, forgive this liberty we take, 
Since cuſtom gives the loſers leave to ſpeak, 


7: © 4: QI 
But if, provot'd, your dreadful wrath remains, 
Tale your revenge upon the coming ſcenes : 
For that damn'd Poet's par d, who damns a brother, 
As one thief *ſcapes that executes another. 
Thus far alone daes to the wits relate ; 


But from the reſt aue hope a better fate. 


Art may dire, but Nature is his aim; 

And Nature miſi d, in vain he boaſts bis art, 
For only Nature can affect the heart. 

Then freely judge the ſcenes that ſhall enſue ; 
But as with freedom, judge with candour too. 
He wwou'd not loſe, thro prejudice, his cauſe; : { 
Nor wou'd obtain precariouſly applauſe. 
Impartial cenſure he requeſts from all, 

Prepar'd, by juft decregs, to fand or fall. 


g==Y | 


To pleaſe and move has been our Poet's theme, 
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ACTI SCENE «&a Ren of State. 


The Curtain rifing flowly to foft. Muſic, diſcovers Almeria 


in Mourning, Leonora waiting in Mourning. 


_ * 


After the Mufic, Almeria riſes from ber Chair, and 


comes forward. 


| Almeria. 
USIC has charms to ſooth a ſavage breaſt, 
To ſoften rocks, or bend a knotted oak. 
I've read, that things inanimate have mov'd, 
And, as with living fouls, have been inform'd, 
By magic numbers and perſuaſive found. 
What then am I? Am I more ſenſeleſs grown 
Than trees or flint? O force of conſtant woe 
*T'is not in harmony to calm my griefs. 
Anſelmo ſleeps, and is at peace: laſt night 
The filent tomb receiv'd t 
He and his forrows now are ſafely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but hoſpitable boſom. 
Why am not I at peace ? 
Leon. Dear Madam, ceaſe, | 
Or moderate your grief, there is no cauſe—— , 
Alm. No cauſe I peace, peace ! there is eternal cauſe, 
And miſery eternal will fi <P 
Thou canſt not tel thou haft indeed no cauſe. 
Leon. Beheve me, Madam, I lament Anſelmo, 
And always did compaſſionate his fortune; 
Have often wept, to fee how cruelly 
Your father kept in chains his fellow king : 
And oft at night, when all have been rętir'd, 
Have ftolen from bed, and to his | mea crept ; 


Where, while his gaoler flept, I 


the grate ' 


good old King: b 


* 


A 5 Have 


= ———_— 


10 THE MOURNING BRIDE. 


Have ſoftly whiſper'd, and inquir'd his health ; 

Sent in my ſighs and pray'rs for his deliv'rance ; 

For ſighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. 
* thou haſt a ſoſt and gentle nature, 

That thus could melt to ſee a ſtranger's wrongs. 

O Leonora, hadſt thou known Anſelmo, - 


How wou'd thy heart have bled to ſee his ſuff rings l 


Thou hadſt no cauſe, but general compaſſion. 


Leon. Love of my royal miſtreſs gave me cauſe ; 
My love of you begot my grief for him; 
For I had heard, that when the chance of war 
Had bleſs'd Anſelmo's arms with victory, 

And the rich ſpoil of all the field, and you, 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his ſucceſs ; that then, in ſpite of hate, 
Revenge, and that hereditary feud | 
© Between Valentia's and Granada's kings, 
He did*endear himſelf to your' affeQtion, 

By all the worthy and indulgent ways 
His moſt induſtrious cou'd invent; 
Propoſing, by a match between Alphonſo 

His ſon, the brave Valentian prince, and you, 

To end the long diſſention, and unite | 

The jarring crowns. 

* Alm. Alphonſo! O Alphonſo! 

Thou too are quiet long haſt been at peace— 
© Both, both — Father and ſon are now no more. 

© Then why am I? O when ſhall I have reſt ? 
Why do I live to ſay you are no more ? 

* Why are all theſe things thus ? Is it of force ? 
© Is there neceſſity I muſt be miſerable? | 
© Is it of moment to the peace of Heav'n 
That I ſhou'd be afflicted thus ?——lf not, 
Why is it thus contriv'd? Why are things laid 
* By ſome unſeen hand, fo, as of ſure conſequence, 


They maſt to me bring curſes, grief of heart, 


© The laſt diftreſs of life, and ſure deſpair ?* 


© Leon. Alas, you ſearch too far, and think too deeply.” 
Alu. Why was I carry'd to Anſe]lmo's court? 
Or there, why was I us'd ſo tenderly ? 


Why 
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Why not ill treated, like an enemy ? 
For ſo my father wou'd have us'd his child. 
O 4 Alphonſo ! | 
Dovenriag Bay have waſh'd thee from my fight. 
No time ſhall raze thee from my memory ; 
No, I will live to be thy monument : 
The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb ; 
But in my heart thou art interr'd : there, there, 
Thy dear reſemblance is for ever fix'd : 
My love, my lord, my huſband ftill, tho' loſt ! 
Leon. Huſband ! O heav*ns! 
Alm. Alas ! 4 ann I ſaid 4 * 
My grief has hurry'd me beyon ought. 
1 der have kept that ſecret; though I 
Thy love and faith to me deſerve all confidence. 
© But ' tis the wretch's comfort ftill to have 
* Some ſmall reſerve of near and inward woe, 
Some unſuſpeted hoard of darling grief, 
* Which they unſeen may wail, and weep, and n 
And glucton-like alone devour. 
© Leon. Indeed 
I knew not this. 
* Alm. O no, thou know'ft not half, 
© Know'ſt nothing of my ſorrows if thou didſt— 
If I ſhou'd tell thee, wouldft thou pity me? 


Tell me; I know thou wouldſt, thou art 9 
Leon. Witneſs theſe tear 


* Alm. I thank thee, Leonora 
Indeed I do, for pitying thy ſad miſtreſs : 
F C tis alas ! the poor prerogative 


atneſs to be wretched, and unpitied 
But Tdi promiſe I wou'd tell thee— What ? 
My miſeries? thou doſt already know em. , 
And when I told thee thou didſt nothing know, 
It was becauſe thou didſt not know Alphonſo; + 
For to have known my loſs, thou muſt have known 
His worth, his truth, and tenderneſs of love. 

Leon. The memory of that brave prince ſtands fair 


In all report—— 


And I have heard imperfectly his loſs ; rs % 
A 6 But 
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But fearful to renew your troubles paſt, | 
I never did preſume to aſk: the ſtory. 90 

Alm. If for my ſwelling heart I can, Pl! tell thee. 
I was a welcome captive in Valentia, © 
E'en on the day when Manuel, my father, 
Led on his conqu'ring troops high as the gates 
Of King Anſelmo's palace; which, in rage, 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir d. 
The good king, flying to avoid the flames, 
Started amidft his foes, and made eaptivit 
His fatal refu — Wou'd that I had fall'n 
Amid thoſe — hehe? *+. not ſo decreed. 
Alphonſo, who forefaw my father's cruelty, 
Had borne the queen and me on board a ſhip 
Ready to fail ; and when this news was brought 
We put to ſea ; but being betray'd by ſome 
Wha knew onr flight, we cloſely were purſu'd, 
And almoſt taken; when a ſudden ſtorm | 
Dreve us, and thofe that follow'd, on the coaſt 
Of Afric: There our veſſel ſtruck the hore, 
And bulging *gainſt a rock was daſh'd in pieces; 
But Heav'n ſpar'd me for yet much more aflition ! 
Conducting them who follow'd us, to ſhun N 
The ſhore, and fave me floating on the waves, 
While the good queen and my Alphonſo perifh'd. 

Leon. Alas! were you then wedded to Alphonſo ? 

Alm. That day, that fatal day, our hands were join'd. 
For when my lord beheld the ſhip purſuing, 
And ſaw her rate fo far exceeding ours, 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
I wou'd conſent the prieft ſhou'd make us one; 
That whether death or victory enſu'd, 
J might be his, beyond the power of Fate: 
The queen too did aſſiſt his ſuit — I granted! 
And in one day was wedded and a widow. 
Leen, Indeed *twas mournful———— 
Alm. Twas-—as I have told thee — 
For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn : 
Nor will I .change theſe black and diſmal robes, 
Or ever dry theſe fweln and watry eyes; 
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Or ever taſte content, or peace of heart, | 
While I have life, and thought of my Alphonſo. _ 
We F 
© Leon. Look down, good Heav'n, with pity. on her 
! dnt AA eas: 
© And grant that Time may bring her ſome relief.” © 
* Alm. O no! Time gives increaſe to my afflictions. 
The circling Hours, that gather all the woes, 
Which are diffus'd thro' the revolving year, 
Come heavy laden with th” opprefling weight, 
To me; with me, ſucceſſively, they leave : 
The fighs, the tears, the proans, the reſtleſs cares, 
And all the damps of grief, that did retard their flight: 
They ſhake their downy wings, and ſcatter all | 
The dire collected dews on my poor head: 
Then fly with joy and ſwiftneſs from me.“ 
Leon. Hark | x3 | 
The diftant ſhouts proclaim your father's triumph: 
| Bonet at a diffane. 
O ceaſe, for heay*n's ſake, aſſuage a little 
This torrent of your grief; for mach, I fear, 6 
?T will urge his wrath, to ſee you drown'd in tears, g 
When joy appears in ev'ry other face. 
Alm. ws joy he brings to ev'ry other heart, 
But double, double weight of woe to mine: 
For with him Garcia comes — Garcia, to whom 
I muſt be ſacrific'd, and all the vows” | 
I gave my dear Alphonſo bafely broken. 
No, it ſhall never be; for I will die 
Firſt, die ten thouſand deaths—Look down, loak down, 
Alphonſo, hear the ſacred vow I make; [AI 
One moment, ceaſe to gaze on perfect bliſs, 3+ & wel 
And bend thy glorious eyes to earth and me; 
And thou, Anſelmo, if yet thou art arriv'd 
Thro' all impediments of purging fire, | 
To that bright heav'n, where my Alphonſo reigns, 
Behold thou alſo, and attend my vow. TS 
If ever I do yield, or give conſent, - | 
By any action, word, or thought, to wed _ 
Another lord; may then juſt Heav'n ſhow'r down 
Unheard 
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| * 2 ſy on me, ter far 
(If ſu ere be in an eav*n's vengeance 
'Than any I have yet 1 -— | 
My; heart has ſome relief; having ſo well | 
Diſcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 
Yet one thing more I wou'd en from thee. 
Leon. My heart, my life and will, are only yours. 
An. | thank thee. Tis but this: anon, when all 
Are wrapp'd and buſied in the general joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and privately with me 
Steal forth to viſit Anſelmo's tomb. 
Leon. Alas! I fear ſome fatal reſolution. 
Alm. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no ill, 
Nor violence “I feel myſelf more light, 


And more at large, fince I have made this vow. 


Perhaps I would repeat it there more ſolemaly. 
Tis that, or ſome ſuch melancholy thought, 
Upon my word, no more. 1 
Leon. I will attend you. , 
| Enter Alonzo. 8 

Alon. The lord Gonſalez comes to tell your highneſs 
The King 1s juſt arriv'd. 

Alm. Conduct him in. [Exit Alon. 
That's his pretence ; his errand is, I know, a 
To fill my ears with Garcia's valiant deeds ; 

And gild and magnify his ſon's exploits. 

But I am arm'd with ice around my heart, 

Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence. 
Enter Gonſalez. 

Gonſ. Be ev'ry day of your long life like this. 
The ſun, bright conqueſt, and your brighter eyes, 
Have all . to blaze promiſcuous light, 

And bleſs this day with moſt unequal luftre. 

Your royal father, my victorious lord, 

Loaden with ſpoils, and ever-living laurel, 

Is ent'ring now, in martial , the palace. 

Five hun mules abut M Prat ie 
Which groan beneath the weight of Mooriſh wealth. 
Chariots of war, adorn'd with glitt'ring gems, 
Succeed ; and next, a hundred neighing ſteeds, 


Riß. 


White 
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White as the 3 on Alpine hills; | 
That bound and and Bite the golden bit, 
As they difdain'd the vi dory they grace. 
Priſoners of war in ſhining fetters follow: 
And captains of the noble blood of Afric 
Sweat by his chariot-wheels, © and lick and grind, 
Wich gnaſhing teeth, the duſt his triumphs raiſe.* 
The rn pulace ſpread every wall,, 
And cling, with claws they did enforce | 
Their ho d, thro clifted ſtones, ſtretching and ſtaring, 
As if they were all eyes, and every limb 
Would feed its faculty of ate, 
While you alone retire, and ſhun this fight ! 
This ſight, which is indeed not ſeen (tho? twice 
The multitude ſhould gaze) in abſence of your Ns. 
Alm. My lord, mine eyes 9 behold 
The gilded trophies of exterior honours 
No will my . 1 charm'd with r words, 
Or pous phraſe; the pageantry o 
Bat that my father is A in ſafety, 
I bend to heav'n with thanks. 
Gon/ſ. Excellent princeſs ! 
But *tis a taſk unfit for my weak age 
With dying words to offer at your praiſe. - 
Garcia, my ſon, your beauty's loweſt ſlave, 
Has better done ; in proving with his ſword 
The force and influence of your matchleſs charms. 
Alm. I doubt not of the worth of Garcia's deeds, 
Which had been brave, though I had ne'er been born, 
. Leon, 'Madam, the King. [ Flourifp 
© Alm. My women. I wou'd meet him.” 
[ Attendants to Almeria enter in Mourning. 


Symphony of warlike Muſic. Enter the King, attended by © 
Garcia and ſeveral Officers. Files of Priſoners in Chains, 


and Guards, who are rang'd in order round the. Stage. 
Almeria meets the King 


, nd tneels ; afterwards Gonſalez 
kneels and kiſſes the King s Hand, able Garcia does the 
| ſame to the Princeſs. 

King. Almeria, riſe—My beſt Gonſalez, riſe— 

Wis tears ! my good old friend 
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Gon/. But tears of joy. 
Believe me, Sir, to fee You * hs ald 
_— N with more delight than they can hold. 
Heav'n, thou tov*ftme, and Im m pleas d chou dek. 
Takes it 15 thanks, old man, that I rejoice 
To ſee thee n this occafion—ſome © 
Here are, w who Goa to mourn at our ſucceſs! 
Why 18't, Almeria, that you meet our 
Upon this ſolemn day, in theſe ſad weed 
In oppoſition to my 125 you 
And yours are all hke 17 rs of aMliftion, 
Alm. Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend. 
The year, which I have bell + to Pay to Heav'n, 
In mourniag and ſtric life, for my deliv*rance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expir'd. 
King. Your zeal to Heav' n is great, ſo is your debt : 
Vet ſomething too is due to me, who gave 
That life, which Heav'n preferv'd. A day _— 
In filial duty, had aton'd, and given 
A diſpenſation to your vow—No more ! 
'Twas weak and wilful—and a woman's error. 
Yet—upon thought, it doubly wounds my fight, - 
To ſee that ſable worn upon the day, 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieſt foe, 
Hated Anſelmo! was interr'd—By Heav'n ! y | 
It looks as thou did*{ mourn for kim! juft fo . 
Thy ſenſeleſs vow appear d to bear its date, 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preſerv'd, 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonſo periſn'd. 
Ha! What? thou doſt not weep te think of that ? | 
Gon/. Have patience, Royal Sir; the Princeſs weeps 
To have offended you. If Fate decreed, 
One pointed hour ſhould be. Alphonſo's loſs, 
And her deliv'rance, is ſhe ta blame ? 
King. I tell thee ſhe is to blame nat to have feafted, 
When my firſt foe was laid in earth ! ſuch enmity, 
Such — * bears my blood to his! 
My daughter ſhould have revell'd at his death! 


1 


She ſhould have made theſe palace walls to —_, - | 
And all this high and ample roof to ring LARA 


With 


4 
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With her rejoicings! What, to mourn and weep ? 

Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve ? by Heaven 

There's not a ſlave, a ſhac flave of mane, 

But ſhould have ſmil'd that hour, through all his care, 

And ſhook his chains in tranſport and rude harmony! 
Gon/. What r eee 

Betray'd by too much piety, to ſeem 

As if ſhe had offended. Sure, no mere. | 
King. To ſeem. is to commit, at this conjunQure ! 

I wo'not have a ſeeming ſorrow ſeen 

To-day.———Retire, diveſt yourſelf with ſpeed 

Of that offenſive black; on me be ali 

The violation of your vow ; for you 

It mall be your excuſe, Sie nn 


Gar. — Your pardon, ir if ] preſume far, 
t. Yet | 


As to remind you of 
King. Riſe, Garcia —1 ſtay, Almeria. 
Alm. My boding 2 arr} age inf 1 Sir? 
ng. Draw near; your hand; Garcia, yours| 
Receive this Lord, — Sweet 5 
Worthy to be your huſband and my fon. [ 
Gar. This let:me knee to take—O- not to take 4 
But to devote, and yield myſelf b ever 
e and creature. of ny Royal Milreſs. f 
Gon/. O let me proſtrate my w Wi 4 
No mere; ypromitslcoghacepayy'd, thy ſervices} 
7 5 ad Garg 's well-try'd yalour, all oblige me. 
but to-morrow's ln 


} 


Saen Tall ing te grave & 
ne to nu 
os" Oh! N Tau. 
Gar. She faints! help to WE > a 
Gon/. She recovers. | 
King. A fit of bridal fear: How is't, Almeria ? 
= A ſudden chilneſs fetzes on my ſpirits. 
Your leave, Sir, to retire. 
King. Garcia, conduct her. 
[Garcia lad Almeria to the door. and returns 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears, 
Til have a pricft hall proach her from her faith, 1 
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And make it fin, not to renounce that 'vow - 
Which I'd have broken. Now, what would Alonzo ? 
Enter Alonzo and Attendants. 
Alen. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd, 
And with a train as if ſhe ſtill were wife _ 
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer d. 
Hing. It is our will ſhe ſhould be ſo attended. 
Bear hence theſe-prifoners. Garcia, which is he, 
Of whoſe mute valour you relate ſuch wonders? ? 
[ Priſeners led of. : 
Gar. Oſmyn, who led the mooriſh horſe but he, - 
Great Sir, at her requeſt, attends on Zara. 
King. He is priſoner ; as you pleaſe diſpoſe him. 
Gar. I would oblige him, but he ſhuns ire 
And with a haughty On CO INE s > 
Dumbly declines all offs. if he ſpeak, 
"Tis ſcarce above a word; as he were born 
Alone to do, and did diſdain to talk; _ 
At leaſt to talk where he muſt not command. 
King. Such ſullenneſs, and in a man i brave, | 
Dia. Zara, then, then, requelt he = 7 der? £ 
mi . 
Gar. M * ſhe cad. gh 3.QS .- 
King. join'd with his dikavicar, - | 
Begets a doubt. 110 have em watch'd ; Perhaps! 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 


- Enter Zara and Oſmyn bound, condufed by Perez 2 


a Guard, and attended by Sclim and ſeveral Mutes 
3 in a train. 
| King.” What 


welcome and what honour, * 
Zara, 


A king and conqueror can are yours. A wh ; 
A conqueror indeed, 23. are Won; 

Who with ſach luſtre ſtrike admiring eyes, W 
That had our pomp been with your preſence grac d, 
Th' expecting crowd had been deceiv d; an ſeen 

The monarch enter not triumphant, . but 15 


In pleaſing criumph lei; your beauty' are. 


4 M q 
- / —— 
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Zara. If I on any terms could condefcend 
To like captivity, or think thoſe honours, 
Which conquerors in courteſy beſtow, _ 
Of equal value with 2 rule, 

And native right, to arbi ſway ; 

I might be. pleas'd, when I behold this train 
With uſual homage wait. But when I feel 
Theſe bonds, I look with loathing on * 3 
And ſcorn vile ſlavery, tho? dou 8 
Beneath mock-praiſes, and diflembied | Bos 
King. Thoſe bonds! Twas my command vou mould 
How durſt you, . 34 rn 
Perex. Great Sir, | 
Your order was ſhe ſhould not wait your rriumph z: 
But at ſome diſtance follow, thus attended. 2 

King. Tis falſe! twas more} 1 bid the ould be free! 
If not in words, I bid it by my eyes! | 
Her eyes did more than bid Free her and hers 
With ſpeed l—yet ftay—my hands alone can make 
Fit reſtitution here Thus I releaſe you, = 1 
And by releaſing you, enſlave myſelf. 

Zara. Such , To conſerr d, tho” es rnfonght, 
Deſerve acknowledgment from noble minds. 62 Þ ] . 


Such thanks CEE 
Se in rk (24s a ll wn 

. Born to excel, | and to command ! pion; oli 
As.by tranſcendent beauty. to attract $348 del 1 


All eyes, ſo by pre- eminence of ſoul 

To rule all hearts. 

Garcia, what's he, who with contracted brow, 

[Beholding Oſmyn as they unbind him. 

And ſullen port — pry downward with his eyes}, © 

At once re of- his chains; or liberty ? 
Gar. no: Sir, is he, of whom I ſpoke; that's Oſmyn. 
King. He anſwers well the character you =” . 

* comes it, valiant Oſmyn, that a man 

n art ſaid to be, 01} ? 

So y can endure-captivity, | T5 

3 i n el 


— 


For, 8 — in 5 aner te funds, 
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O/m. Becauſe captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juſt revenge. 
King. I underſtand not that. | 
O/m. I would not have you. ey 
Zara. That gallant Moor in battle loſt A friend, 
Whom more than life he lov'd ; and the Sf 
Of not revenging on his foes that loſs, 
Has cauſed this melancholy and deſpair. | 
King. She does excuſe bien 'tis as I fo 2 [To Gent. 
Gon/. That friend may be herfelt : 
t reply: ſhe looks — 


not to heed 
Has 


King. Il have inquiry made; perhaps his friend 
ver lives, and is a | Hire ah His name? 


Zara: Heli. 

King. Garcia, ren ſhall be your cave 
It ſhall be mine to Cevetion here ; 

At this fair ſhrine to lay 
And raiſe Love's altar on 
Conquelt and triumph 
Nor will I Victory in cam 


0 Dur Ten 8 „ 
© Fix'd her by foree, and ſnatch d — pO * 
Now late I find that war. is but her 

© In Love the goddeſs keeps her awfu. 
Fickle in fields, unſteadily” ſhe Nins, 
But rules with ſettled ſway in Zara“ eyes. 


hc. 


FP CCC” 
— 


bo CE u. $023 1 8. 4 . OY 
; © Garcia, Heli, and Perez. 3 


| „Garcia. | 
p 1s 2 n of the 2508; 15 
i ma the 4 
To mourn, brave Heli, thy miſtgken fate. P 
a NY [et e vid dre the center frike me, 


+ + 


THE MOURNING ERIDE. 27 


© If to ariſe in very detd from death, 
And to reviſit with my long-clos'd 
This living light, cou'd to my foul, or ſenſe, 
* Aﬀotd a ht, rn 


In leaſt proportion to the vaſt delight 
© I feel, to hear of Oſmyn's name; to hear 
© That 'Ofymn lives, and I again ſhall ſee hin. 
Car. 3 with iratidn, — be door. 
« Per. Vonder, 1 behold the n 
« Heli. Where, 7 
Gar. 1 nor boy like him | 
Per. I ſaw him, when I ſpoke, thwarting my view; 
And friding with di haſte! his eyes 
* Seem'd flame, And ſtaſh'd upon me with a'glance; _ 
© 'Then forward fhot their fires, which he * | 
* As to ſome frightful yet not fear'd. 
< Gar. Let's haſte to follow him, und bee, the erte. 
Heli. urn 45 
Leave me alone to ſiud and cure the caufe. - - 
© know his melancholy, | 
Are uſual to his temper. 
© To act ſome — uk upon 
So to be cau * 0 
And when his ſoul gives all her paſſions way, De xl : 
< Secure aad looſe ih ſtiendly ſolitude. . 133 


5 er > : 
It might e kim 
himielf, 


* I know his yobſe heart would url wich name, 2 
< To be ſurpriz'd by ſtrangers in his:frailty. 1 
© Per. Ge, Heli, and relieve your frivnd. 


Far be it from me, officioufly to 


pry 
Or preſs upon the ptivacies * others. [ar Elek. 
Gar. Perens the King: from our return 2 


< To have his jealouſy confirm d or clear'd, 

0 ot 44, wor exartanc ty bears 

To Oſmyn; me other opportunit 

„Mut make that plain. 8 

© Pex. To me twas long ſince plain, 

And ever: look from him and ber confirms it. ' 

Gar. IT ſo, unhappineſs attends their love, 3 2 

Ken yo em. I hear ſome 2 
friends, perhaps, are met; let us avoid em. [Excunt. . 


Enter 
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Enter Almeria and Leonora. 
Alm. It was a fancy'd noiſe, for all is huſh'd. 
Leon. It bore the accent of a human voice. © 
Alm. It was thy fear, or elſe ſome tranſient wits 


Wziſtling thro? hollows of this ogy, . iſle. 
We'll liſten 


Leon. Hark! | 
Alm. No, all is huſh'd, and Gill es dentin ts dreadful! 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile, . 
Whoſe antient pillars rear their 2 heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous roof, 
By its own weight made aſt and immoveable, 
Looking — 2 It ſtrikes an awe 
And terror on my aking ſight: the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold, 
And ſhoot a chulneſs to my trembling heart. | 491 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice 
Nay, quickly ſpeak to me, and let me her 
Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echoes. 
Leon. Let us return; the horror of this place, 
And filence, will increaſe your melancholy. 

Alm. It may my fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I will on; ſhew me Anſelmo's tomb; | * 
Lead me o'er bones and ſkulls, and moul&'ring earth $2 
S ER x 


as irit; 
Are loſt in 

Lead me, for I 
Where I m 


kneel, 
To ham, 4 ; 


Heli. I wander thro? this maze of monuments, | 
Vet cannot find him—hark ! ſure tis the voice | 
Of one e it en follow it. [Exif 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 23 


The SCENE opening diſcovers a Place of Tomb : one | 
Monument fronting the View greater than any of the reſt. 9 


Enter Almeria and Leonora. | 

Leon. Behold the ſacred vault, whithin whoſe romb | 
The remains of good Anſelmo reſt, 13 | 
Yet and unconſum'd by time or worms. 
What do I ſee? O Heav'n ! either my eyes 
Are falſe, or till the marble door remains 
Unclos'd ; the iron grates, that lead to death - 
Beneath, are flill wade ftretch'd upon'their dings, - 
And flaring on us with unfolded leaves. 

Alm. Sure tis the friendly yawn of death for me; 3 
And that dumb mouth, ſignificant in ſhow, 
Invites - 4 the bed, , where I alone | 
Shall ; ſhews me the grave, where nature, weary 
And long oppreſs'd with woes and bending cares, 
May lay the urthen down, and fink in flumbers 
ace eternal. Death, grim Death, will fold 
e in his leaden arms, and preſs me cloſe | 
To his cold 8 my father then 
Will ceaſe his tyranny; and Garcia too 
Will fly my E Kr defoniity with 1 
My fol _ d From in ah pion will mount, 
And ran e 
© Of thats refulgent world; where I mall fm 
D | {1.4 EE 
To my Alphonſo's Joy too great . 
O ecftaly of thought! help me; Anſelmo! © 
Help me, Alphonſo! take me, reach thy hand ; 

To thee, to thee I call, to thee, , Alphonſo ! 

8 3 aſcending be Tomb, 

myn 1 fe 

Oſu. Who calls that wretched thin 5 that was . 6 

Aln. Angels, and all the: hoſt of Heaven, ſap 

On. Whence is that voice, whoſe fwilneſs 
W 

And growing to his faher's ſhroud; 1 roots up 

W n 


Alm. Mercy ! Providence! O peak, 


— 1 ——_ 
ka —— _— r 


Of 


Speak 
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Speak to it quickly, quickly; ſpeak to me, , 
Comfort me, help me, hol — hide me, hide me, 
Leonora, in thy boſom, frem the light, | 
And from my eyes. 

Oy. Amazement and illofoh AIG: x 
Rivet and nail me where I-ftand, ye Pow'rs, 

Co forward. 
That i I may be ſtill deceit d. b * 
Let me not ſtir nor breathe, Jeſt I diſſolve 
That tender, lovely. form of painted air, 
So like Almeria. Ha! it — it falls; 
Pll catch it ere it goes, and graſp her ſhade. 
"Tis life | tis warm tis the, tis ſhe herſelf! 
Nor dead, nor ſhade, but e alive 
It ĩ 1s Almeria, "tis, it · js my wiſe ' 
- « Emer Belt: 

Lass. Alas, ſhe feirs not yet, 333 
He too is fainting Hel me, belp me, ranger, | 
Whoce*er thou art, tC atid bug thy hand to. a 
Theſe bodies. 

Heli. Ha! *tis he ! and with Alesia! 
O miracle of happineſs !- O joy 
Unhop'd for ! does Almeria hve ? 

O/m: Where is ſhe? 
Let me behold and touch her, debe er 
»Tis ſhe ; © chew me her face, and tet me feel 
« Her lips with mine Tis ſhe, Im not deceiv'd 3 
I taſte her breath, I warm' d her and am warm'd. 
Look u p, Almeria, ble me with'th eyes!) | 
Look on thy love, thy lover, and thy huſband ! 
Alm. I've ſworn DH hotwed Gartia: why 19 force me? 
Is this a father ? 

O/m. Look on thy "IP 4 
Thy father is not here, — nai Gibeie's FW 
Nor am 1 what I feetn, ke thy Alphonſo.  . 
© Wilt thou not know me ?* Haſt thou then - [a 
© Haſt thou thy eyes, yet canſt not — 8 * 
Am I ſo alter'd; or art thou fo 
That ſeeing my diſguiſe, thou ſeeſt not me? 


A. It 18, it is Alphofiſo;;- tis his füce. 


His voice, I know him now, I know him all. 
© O take me to thy arms, and bear me-hence, 
© Back to the bottom of the boundleſs 
To ſeas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt.” 
Oh! how haſt thou return'd ? how haſt thou charm'd. 
The wildneſs of the waves and rocks to this? 
That thus relenting they have giv'n thee back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 

O/z. O I'll not aſk, nor anſwer how, or why. 
We both have backward trod the paths of Fate, 
To meet again in life; to know I have thee, 
Is knowing more than any circumſtance 
Or means by which I have thee—— 
To 08 thee has to preſs 10 1 lips, 
An u eyes, is ſo m * 

rr 

Or trifle time in thinking. 

Alm. Stay a while 
Let me look on thee 


yet a little more. 


© O/m. What would thou? thou dot put me from thee 
© Alm. Yes. | LIT 


© Oz. And why ? what doſt thou mean ? why 
Alm. — tis to ſee thy face: I think— 
It is too much! too much to bear, and live! 
To ſee him thus again is ſuch profuſion 
Of joy, of blifs-——I cannot - muſt 
Be mad—1 3 thus! 
D/. Thou excellence, thou jo 
Alm. Where haſt thou been ? —— — ating 
* How is all this? all- pow'rful Heav'n, what are we! 
O my ftrain'd heart let me again behold thee, 
For I weep to ſee thee———art thou not paler 7 
© Much, much ! how thou art-chang'd.! 
0 Of. Not in my love. 


* Thou haſt wept much, Alphonſo, and, I fear, 
Too much, too tenderly lamented me. 
< O/m. Wron not my love, to ſay too tenderly! Y 
No more, my life: us adams ec. ; 
Aff iction 


\ 
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* 
— * 


„ herinta of ene? 


© Alm. No, ee I know, have done this to 


* 
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Affliction is no more, now thou art found. - 

© Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my arms, 

My arms which ake to fold thee faſt, and grow 

" To thee with twining? come, come to my _ ! 

An. I will, for I ſhould never look eno 

They would have marry'd me; but I had 2 7 

© To Heav'n and thee, and fooner would have dyd— 
© O/nm. Perfection of all faithfulneſs and love | 
An. Indeed I would—Nay, I would tell thee all, 

If I could. ſpeak, how I 1 mourn'd and pray d: 

For I have pray'd to thee, as to a ſaint: 

6 erer yer; for thou art come 

To my diſtreſs, to m pair, which Heav'n 

Could only, by reſtoring thee, have cur'd. days, 

m. Grant me but Hſe, good Heav'n, but length of 

To pay ſome , ſome little of this debt, 

This countleſs fam of tenderneſs and love, 

For which I ſtand engag'd to this all excellence: 

Then bear me in a-whirlwind to my fate, 

« Snatch'me from life, and cut me unwarn' d: 

Then, then twill be enough -I ſhall be old, 

* have liv'd beyond all zras then” 

« Of (wy rpoar when I have made 

This exquaſite, amazing is, 

© Some recompence of love and truth. 
* Alm. "Tis more than recompence to ſee thy face : 

© If heav'n is greater joy, it is no happineſs, - 

For *tis not to be borne——what ſhall I ſay ? 

<I m_ a thouſand 2 n bl . 

© A — chat art 

All thought; chat all at once thou art before me, 

And wick ſuch ſuddenneſs haſt hit my fight, 

* Is ſuch ſurprize, ſuch myſtery, ſuch eeſtaſy 

It hurries all my ſoul, and ſtuns my ſenſe. 

Sure from thy father's tomb thou add ariſe! 
O/m. 1 did; and thou, my love, didſt l me; they, 
Alm. True; but how eam ft thou there? wert thou alone? 
O/m. I was, and lying on my father's lead, | 

When er n voice e 

6 | Difſturb'd 


£- 
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Diſturb'd the ſacred filence of the vault, 

In murmurs round my head. I roſe and liften'd, 
And thought I heard thy ſpirit call Alphonſe ; 

I thou bet ſaw thee too; but O, I thought not 
That f indeed ſhould be ſo bleſt to fee thee—— 


What's he, 
Ere ſeen ? 


who, like thyſelf, is ſtarted here 


O/m. Where |! ha? what do I ſee? Antonio! 

I'm fortunate indeed——my friend too, ſafe ! | 
Heli. Moſt happily, in finding you thus bleſs d. 
Alm. More miracles ! Antonio too eſcap'd ! 

O/m. And twice eſcap'd, both from the rage of ſous 

And war : for in the fight I ſaw him fall. 

Heli. But fell unhurt, a pris' ner as yourſelf, 

And as yourſelf made free: hather I came 

Impatiently to ſeek you, where I knew | 

| Your el wands lead you to lament Anſelmo. 
< O/m. There are no wonders, or elſe all is wonder. 
Heli. I ſaw you on the ground, and rais'd 

When, with aſtoniſhment, I ſaw Almeria. 
© O/n. I law her too, and therefore ſaw not thee. 
© Alm. Nor I, nor could I, for my eyes were yours." 
O/m. What means the bounty of all-gracious Heav'n ! 

That perſevering ſtill, with open hand 

It ſcatters „ as in a waſte of mercy! 

Where will this end ? but Heav'n is infinite 

In all, 2 can e- 

When ſcanty number ſhall t in telling. 

Leon. Or Tn deceiv'd, or I beheld the glimpſe 

Of two, in ſhining habits, crols the ifle ; 

Whe, by their ing, ſeem'd to mark this place. 

Alm. Sure I have dreamt, if we muſt part ſo ſoon. 


 O/n. I wiſh at leaſt our parting were a dream, 
Or we could ſleep till we again were met. 

Heli. Zara with Selim, Sir, I ſaw and know em: 
You muſt be quick, for Love will lend her wings. 


O/m. She's the reverſe of thee ; ſhe's my unhappineſs. 
Harbour no thought W diſturb thy peace; 


Alm. But ſtill, how cam' ſt thou thither ? how thus? — hal 


vou up: 


Alm. What Love? who is ſhe ? why are you alarm'd ? 


* 


© But 
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© But gently take thyſelf away, leſt ſhe 
© Should come, and ſee the ſtraining of my eyes 
To follow thee'——<* Retire, my le —]'ll think how we 
may meet 
To part no more : my friend will tell thee all; 
How I eſcap'd, how I am here, and thus; 
How I am not call'd Alphonſo now, but Oſmyn, 
And he Heli. All, all bo will unfold, 
Ere next we meet 
Alm. Sure we ſhall meet again. | 
O/m. We ſhall; we not but to meet again. 
Gladneſs and warmth of ever-kindling love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in abſence. 
[Exennt Alm. Leon. and Helis 
Oſmyn alone. 
vet I behold her yet — and now no more. 
Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thought, 
So ſhall you ſtill behold her ——* *twill not be. 
O impotence of fight !—— mechanic ſenſe, 
© Which to exterior objects ow'ft th faculty, 
© Not ſeeing of election, but neceffity. 
Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, 
© Succeſhvely reflect ſucceeding images; 
Not What — would, but muſt; a ſtar, or toad; 
< Juſt as the hand of Chance adminiſters. 
© Not ſo the mind; whoſe undetermin'd view 
© Revolves, and to the preſent adds the paſt: 
Eſſaying farther to futurity ; 
„But that in vain. I have Almeria here 
At once, as I before have ſeen her 3 | 
Enter Zara and Selim, 
Zara. See where he ſtands, folded and fix'd to ord 
Stiff' ning in thought, a ſtatue among ſtatues! 
Why, cruel Oſmyn, doſt thou fly me thus ? 
© Is it well x owes is this then che return | 
For: fame, for hogour, and for empire loſt ?- 
© But what is loſs of honour, fame and empire? 
Is this the recompence reſerv'd for love? . 
© Why doſt thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms, 
« To find this place of horror and 2 * 


Am 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 23 


Am I more loathſome to thee than the grave, 
That thou doſt ſeek to ſhield thee there, and ſhun 
My love? but to the grave I'll follow the 
He looks not, minds not, hears not : . barb'rous man, 
Am I negle&ed-thus ? am I deſpis'd ? 

Not heard ! bs. a 2 Oſmyn ! 

O/m. Ha! *tis Zara! 

Zara. Yes, traitor! Zara, loſt, abandon'd Zara l 
Is a regardleſs ſuppliant, now, to Oſmyn. 
The. flave, the — that ſhe redeem'd "_ death, 
Diſdains to liften now, or look on Zara. 

O/m. Far be the guilt of ſuch reproaches from me ! 
Loſt in myſelf, and blinded by my ny thoughts, 

] ſaw you not till now. 

Zara. Now then you ſee me ———— - 

But with ſach dumb and thankleſs eyes you look, 
Better I was unſeen, . than ſeen thus coldly. 
O/m. F to 


And only for his ſorrows choſe this lite 9 

Look round: joy is not here, nor chearfulneſs. 

You have gar” 'd Misfortune to its dwelling, 

Yet look for and Gladneſs there. _*t.. The, 

Zara. Inhuman ! why, why doſt thou rack me thas,) 

And with perverſeneſs, from the purpoſe, anſwer 7 

What is't to me, this hoaſe of Miſery ? & 

What joy do I require? if thou doſt mourn, - 

I come to mourn with thee ; — 7, cungy 

And give thee for em, in exchan my love. 
O/m. O that's the greateſt —I am ſo poor, 

I have not wherewithal to give 
Zara. Thou haſt a heart, tho 'tis a ſavage o one + 

Give it me as it is; I aſt no more 

For all I've done, and all I have endur'd : 

For ſaving thee, when I beheld _ — 

Driv*n by ed. tide upon my country's 

Pale and expiring, French'd 3 in briny waves, 

Thou and thy friend, till my compaſſion found thee: : 


Compaſſion ! 2 — will't own that name, ſo ſoon, 
So quickly was it love ; for thou wert godlike 
B 3 E'en 


- 
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E'en then. Kneeling on earth, I loos'd my hair, 
And with it dry'd thoſe wat'ry cheeks, then chaf od 
Thy temples, till reviving blood aroſe, Js 1 
And, -hke the morn, vermilion'd o'er thy face. 
O Heav'n! how did my heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the day- break of thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy reſpiring lips! | 

On. O call not to my mind what you have lone, 
It ſets a debt of that account before me, 
Which ſhews me , and bankrupt even in hopes. 
Zara. The faithful Selim, and my women know 
'The danger which I tempted to conceal you. 
You know how I abue'd the cred*lous King; 
What arts I us'd to make you paſs on him, 
When he receiv'd yes oo the Fidoee of Fez ; | 
And, as my kinſman, honour'd and advanc'd 8 
why do I relate what I have done? 


O, 
Wuat did I not ? was't not for you this war e 


Commenc'd ? not knowing who you re, nor 1 
You hated Manuel, I urg*d my huſband 


To this invaſion, where late was loſt, 
Where all is loſt, and Jam made » fave. 195 | 
«« O/m. You pierce my foul, 1 own it all—But while - 
20 rr e benefits, ED 
« *T7s treble to 4 generous heart 
« Zara. Repay me wwith thy beart—awhat, deft thou flart ! 
Aale no reph It this thy gratitude ! 
Look on me now, from em falP to flavery! - 
Think on my ſuff rin „ then look on me! 
Think on the cauſe of all, then view thyſelf! 
Refle& on Oſmyn, and then look on Zara, 
The fall'n, the lot, and now the ca tive Zara, | 
And now abandon'd — ſay, what ts Oſmyn ? 
O/m. A fatal wretch—a huge ſtupendous ruin, 
That, tumbling on its prop, cruſh'd all beneath, 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth. _ 
Zara. Yet thus, thus fall'n, thus levell'd with the vile, 
If I have gain'd thy love, tis glorious ruin! | 
Ruin ! *tis ſtill to reign, and to be more 
A queen! for what are riches, empire, pow'r, 


But 
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But larger means to gratify the wall ? 

The ſteps on which we tread, to riſe and reach - 

Our with, and that obtain d, down with the ſcaffolding 

Of , crowns, and thrones : they have ſerv'd their 

en 

And are, like lamber, to be left and nd | 
Ou. Why was I made the inſtrument, to throw 

In bonds, the frame of this — mind ? _ 
Zara. We may be free, the ueror is mine | 

In chains, — I hold him * heart, 

And can unwind and ſtrain bh as I pleaſe. 

Give me thy love, Pl give thee liberty. 
O/m. In vain you „ and in vain require 

What neither can beſtow. Set free yourſelf, 

And leave a ſlave the wretch that would be ſo. | 
Zara. Thou canſt not mean ſo poorly as thou talk", 

O/m. Alas, you know me not. 

Zara. Not who thou art! 

But what this laſt ingratitude declares, 

This groveling baſeneſs—'Thou ſay'ſt true, 1 know 

Thee not, - for what thou art yet wants a name: 

By ſomething ſo unworthy and-ſo vile, 

That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loſt, 

Than all the malice of my other fate. 

Traitor, monſter, cold — perſidious ſlave l. 

A ſlave,” not daring to be free! nor dares _- 

To love above him, for tis — — 

* *Tis that, I know, for thou * 

Sparkling. deſire, and — 

I know my charms have _—_— 

And thrill d thee 

© Doſt fear ſo much, — uh.” ing 

There, there's the dreadful ſound, the King's thy rival | 
Sel. Madam, the King is here, and ent'ring now. 
Zara. As I could wiſh; by. Heav'n I'll be reveng' d. 
Enter the King, Perez, a Attendant. A 
ig. Why does the faireſt of her kind withdraw 

Her ſhining Hon the day, to gild this ſcene 

Of death and night ? Hal — diſorder's this ? 

Somewhat I heard of King and rival mention'd. 


B 4 What's 


— 
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And then, . when we love, wo live, 122 
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What's he that dares be rival to the King, 
Or lift his eyes to like where I adore ? 
Zara. There, he, your priſoner, and that was my ſlave. 
' King. How! better than my hopes! does ſhe accuſe 

him ? [ Afide. 
Zara. Am I become ſo low by my captivity ; 
And do your arms ſo leſſen what they conquer, ö 
That Zara muſt be made the ſport of ſlaves ? | 
And ſhall the wretch, whom yeſter Sun beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r, | 
Preſume to-day to plead audacious love, a | 
And build bold „ on my dejected fate? 

King. Better for im to te mpt the rage of Heav'n, | 

And 5 the bolt, red-hafing from the hand  -— 
Of him that thunders, than but think that infolemoe. | 


?*Tis daring for a God. Hence to the wheel 


With that Ixion, who aſpires to hold 

Divinity embrac'd z to whips and priſons 

mann and rid me of his face. 26.1.8 
— * "afprnagy 

' Zara. C led me to dnia 0 ſtate, 
Whoſe former faith. had merited much more: | 
And Granhhny _—_— in you, I undertook. | 
He ſhould be ſet a : thence f — his inſalenee, 

And what was . he conſtrw'd love. 

King. Enough, his puniſhment be what you — ; 
Doc bor ms lead you from thas place of ſorrow, 
To one where Delights attend ; © and 
© Yet new, ＋ — g in the 
Which wait to -blown at your == 
And ſpread, like roſes, to the morning | 
Where ev'ry Hour ſhall roll in circling zoys, 
And Love ſhall wing the tedious-waſting day: 
Life without Love is load; and Time ſtands Rill : 
What we refuſe to him to Death we give; 
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ACT I. SCENE 2 Priſin. 
Oſmyn alone, with a Paper. 

UT now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 

That holds my father's aſhes ! and but now,. 

Where he was pris ner, 1 am too impriſon'd ! 

Sure 'tis the hand of Heav'n that leads me thus, 

And for ſome purpoſe points out theſe remembrances ! 

In a dark corner of my cell I found | 

= Paper ! what it is this light will ſhew. 

my Alphonſo—— Ha! 

72 my 475596 live, reflore him, Heav'n! 

Give me more weight, cruſh my declining years 

With bolts, with chains, impriſonment and want ; 

But blefs my fon ! vifit not him for me / 

(It is his hand! this was his pray'r! — yet more:) 

Let e' ry hair, which Sorrow by the roots [Reading, 

Tears from my hoary and devoted head, 

Be doubled in thy mercies to my ſon! 

Not for myſelf, but him, * me, all. gracious —— 

"Tis wanting what ſhould follow Hav a ſhould follow, 

But *tis torn off !-Why ſhould that word alone 

Be torn from his petition ? Twas to Heav'n, | 

But Heav'n was deaf: Heav'n heard him not: but thus, 

Thus as the name of Heav*n from this 1 1s torn, 

So did it tear the ears of Mercy from 

His voice, ſhutting the gates of Pray'r againſt hin! 

If Piety be thus debarr*d acceſs 

On high, and of men the 

Is ſingled out to bleed, and bear the ſcourge, 

What is reward ? or what is puniſhment ? 

But who ſhall dare to tax eternal Juſtice ? 

Yet I may thiik—T may, I muſt : for thought 

Precedes the will to think, and Error lives 

Ere Reaſon can be born. © Reaſon, the 

To gueſs at right and * 4 the twinkling e 

Of wan d'ring life, that and wakes by turns, 

3 Fooling the Aower betwixt ſhade and ſhining.” 

What 2 * s there? my end! how . thou 

ither 


beſt 


B 5 Enter 
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| Enter Heli. | 
Heli. The time's too precious to be ſpent in telling. 
The Captain, influenc'd by Almeria's power, 
Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 
O/m. How does Almeria ? But I know ſhe is 
As I am. Tell me, may I hope th ſec her? 
Heli. You may: anon, at midnight when the king 
Is gone to reſt, and Garcia is retir'd, 
(Who takes the privilege to viſit late, 
Preſuming on a 1 right) ſhe'll come. 
On. I come ! tis 28 wiſh, yet what I fear. 
She'll come; but whither, and to whom? O Heav'n l. 
To a vile priſon, and a captive wretch; 
To one, whom had ſhe never known, ſhe had 
Been happy! Why, why was that heav'nly creature 
Abandon'd o'er to love what Heav'n f ? 
Why does ſhe follow, with. unwearied. ſteps, 
One, who has tir'd Misfortune with purſuing ? 
One, driven about the world like blaſted leaves 
And chaff, the ſport of adverſe winds ; till late, 
At length impriſon'd in ſome cleft of rock, 
© On earth it reſts, and. rots to ſilent duſt.” 
Heli. Have hopes, and hear the voice. of better Fate. 
I've learn'd there are diſorders ripe: far mutiny 
Among the troops, who. thought to ſhare the plunder, 
Which Manuel to his own uſe and avarice 
Converts. This news has reach'd Valentia's frontiers, 
Where many of your ſubjects, long oppreſs'd 
anny and grievous. i NS, 
Are riſen in arms, and call for chiefs to head. 
And lead them to regain their rights and liberty. 
O/m. By Heav'n, 
The ſpirit, which was deaf ta my own wrongs, 
And the loud eries of my dead father's blood ! 
Deaf to revenge — nay, which refus'd to hear 
* The piercing ſighs and murmurs of. my Love 
* Yet unenjoy'd ;. what not Almeria could 
Revive or raiſe,” my people's voice has waken'd !. 
«© Heli. Our pofture of affairs and ſcanty time, 
«« My Lord, require you ſhould compoſe your ſel f. 


N 


'aft rous d me from my lethargy l. 


% O/m,'* 


| 


But as I may, I'II do. © I have a pa 
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Q. O my Antonio, I am all on fire! 
My ſoul is up in arms, ready to charge 
And bear amidſt the foe with conquering troops. 

J hear em call to lead em on to liberty, 

To victory! their ſhouts and clamours rend 

My ears, and reach the heav'ns ! Where is the King? 

Where is Alphonſo? Ha! where, where indeed? 

O! I could tear and burſt the ſtrings of life, | 

To break theſe chains! Of! of! ye ſtains of royalty I. 

OF, Slavery! O curſe! that I alone 

Can beat and flutter in my cage, when I 

Would ſoar, and: ſtoop at victory beneath! | 
Heli. Our poſture of affairs and ſcanty time, 


My Lord, require yon ſhould compoſe yourſelf, 


And think on what we may reduce to practice. 

«© Abate this ardour, Sir, or we are loft.” 

Zara, the cauſe of your reſtraint, may be 

The means of liberty reſtor'd. That gain'd, 

Occaſion will not fail to point out ways 

For your eſcape : mean time, Ive thought-already 

With ſpeed and ſafety to convey myſelf, 

Where not. far off ſome malcontents hold council 

Nightly, who hate this tyrant; ſome, who love 

Anſelmo's memory, and will, for certain, 

When they ſhall know you live, aſſiſt cauſe; 
On. My friend and counſellor, as thou think'f fit, 

Sd do. Fwill with patience wait my fortune. 
Heli. When Zara comes, abate of your averſion. 
O/m. 1 hate her not, nor can diſſemble love: 


- — 


% } 


© Which I would 'ſhew thee, friend, 2:4 chat the fight: 

„Would hold thee here, and clog thy expedition. 

Within I found it, by my father's hand 

« *Twas writ ; a pray'r for me, wherein appears 

„ Paternal love prevailing o'er his ſorrows ;. 

Such ſanity, ſuch tenderneſs ſo mix d = 

„With grief, as would draw tears from inhumanity. 

Heli. The care of Providence ſure.left it there, 

To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 2 

Was never heard in vain: Heav'n has in ſtore | 
B 6 For- 
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© For 3 you thoſe bleſſings it with-held from him, 
© In os aſſurance live; which time, I hope, 
© And our next meeting will confirm. 

n. Farewell, 


My friend : * good thou doſt deſerve, attend thee ! 


[ Exit Heli; 
© Oſmyn alone. 
I've been to blame, and queſtion'd with impiety 
The care of Heav'n. Not ſo my father bore | 
More anxious grief. This ſhould have better taught me; 
This leſſon, in ſome hour of inſpiration 
* By him ſet down; when his pure thoughts were borne, 
Like fumes of ſacred incenſe, o'er the clouds, 
And wafted thence, on angels wings, thro” ways _ 
* Of light, to the bright Source of l. For there 
He in the book of preſcience ſaw this day 
* And waking to the world, and mortal hate, 
* Left this example of his reſignation,” 
This his laſt legacy to me; which, here, 
I'll treaſure as more worth than diadems, 
Or all extended rule of n 
Enter Lara weiPd. 
O/m. What brightneſs breaks upon me thus through 


ſhades, 
And promiſes a day to this dark dwelling * 
Is it my love ?— : 
Zara. O that thy heart had tavght [Lifting * . 
2 by 4 . ue that ſaying ! 


ara! I am betray'd by my riſe! 
25. What, does my face please ＋ rep 

That having ſeen it — doſt turn thy eyes 

Away, as from deformity and horror? 

If ſo, this ſable curtain ſhall a 

Be drawn, and I ſtand before 3 ſceing, 

And unſeen. Is it my Nr Aſk again 

That queſtion ;  fpeak in that ſoft voice ; 

And look again Sick es.1n thy eyes. 

O no, thou Rank not, for thou ſeeſt me now! 

As ſhe whoſe favage breaft hath been the cauſe 

Of theſe thy wrongs ! as the whoſe bees rage 
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Has loaded thee with chains and galling irons : 
© Well doſt thou ſcorn me, and upbraid my falſeneſs : 
Could one wha lov'd, thus torture whom ſhe loy'd? 
© No, no; it muſt be hatred, dire revenge, | 
And deteſtation, that could uſe thee thus ! 
© So doſt thou think; then do but tell me ſo! 
© Tell me, and thou ſhalt fee how PII revenge 
© 'Thee on this falſe one, how I'll ftab and tear 
© This heart of flint till it ſhall bleed! and thou 
© Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miſeries.“ 
O/m. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
I bear my fortunes with ſo low a mind, 
© As ſtill to meditate revenge on all 
* Whom Chance, or Fate working by ſecret cauſes, 
Has made per- force ſubſervient to the end 
„The heav'nly Powers allot me! no, not you,, 
But Deſtiny and inauſpicious ſtars_ a 
Have caſt me down to this low being: or 
Granting you had, from you I have deſerv'd it. 
Zara. Canſt thou forgive me then ? wilt thou believe 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madneſs? 
O give that madneſs yet a milder name, 
And call it paſſion !! then, be ſtilFmore kind, 
And call that paſſion love! 
O/n. Give it a name, | 2 
Or being as you pleaſe, ſuch I will think it. 
Zara. O thou doſt wound me more with this thy good- 
neſs, | | * 
Than e' er thou couldſt with bittereſt reproaches! 
Thy anger could not pierce thus to my heart! 
Zara. Haſte me to know it ! what ? . 
O/m. That at this time I had not been this thing. 
Zara, What thing? | 
O/m. This ſlave. * 
Zara. O Heav'n ! my fears interpret 
This thy ſilence! ſomewhat of high concern, 
Long faſhioning within thy Jabouring mind, 
2 now juſt ripe for birth, my rage has ruin'd! 
Have I done this? Tell me !. am I fo curs'd ? 


0 


26 
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O/m. Time may have ſtill one fated hour to come, 
Which, wing'd with liberty, might Ny 
Occafion 
Lara. Swift as Occaſion, I 
Myſelf will fly ! and earlier than the Morn 
Wake thee to freedom! Now tis late; and yet 
Some news few minutes paſt arriv'd, which ſeem'd 
To ſhake the temper of the King Who knows 
What racking cares diſeaſe a monarch's bed? 
Or Love, that late at night ſtill lights his lamp, 
And ftrikes is rays chro? duſk & folded lids, 

« Forbidding reſt, may ſtreteh his eyes awake, 

And force their balls abroad at this dead hour 1 : 
« FU : 

| Ot have not merited this grace : : 

Nor, ſhou'd my ſecret purpoſe take effeck, 

Can I rg. as you require, ſuch beneßts. 

Zara. Thou canſt not owe me more, nor have I more 

To give, than I've already loſt. But now, 
So does the form of our engagements reſt; 
Thou haſt the wrong till I redeem thee hence 3. 
That done, I leave thy Juſtice to return 2 
My Love. Adieu! | [Exits 
Oſmyn alone. 
This woman has a ſoul. 
2 like mould, — id and commanding, 
challenges te of me, my beſt 

. C To this cal wr e's fair, few more can boaſt 
Of perſonal charms; or with leſs vanity 
Might hope to captivate the hearts of kings!“ 
But ſhe has paſſions which autſtrip the wind, 
And tear her virtues up, as tempeſts root 
The ſea. I fear, when ſhe ſhall know the truth, 
Some ſwift and dire event of her blind rage 
Will make all fatal! But, behold ! ſhe comes; 
For whom I fear, to ſhield me from my fears! 
The cauſe and comfort of my boding teat! 

life, Eat r be, all!“ 
O/m. M m my li m 1 
| How e . thee to this ſad place? F 
How: ſpeak to thee-the words of joy and tranſport ? 
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How run into thy arms with-held by fetters ; 
Or take thee into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
And pinion'd like a thief or murderer ? 
Shall I not hurt or bruiſe thy tender bedy, 
And ftain thy boſom with the ruſt of theſe 
Rude irons} Muſt I meet thee thus, Almeria? 

Alm. Thus, thus; we , thus to meet again, 
Thou toldſt me thou dit think how we might meet 


To no more Now we wall part no more; 
For theſe thy chains, or death, ſhall join us ever. 


* O/n. Hard means to 1 word O cruelty! 
That ever I ſhould think beholding thee 
© A torture !—yet, ſuch is the bleeding anguiſh 
Of my heart, to ſee thy ſuffering —O Heav'n! 
That I could almoſt turn my eyes away, 

Or wiſh thee from my fight. 

* Alm. Ol ſay not ſo; | 
© 'Tho? 'tis becauſe thou lov'ſt me. Do not ſay, 
On any terms, that thou doſt with me from thee. 
No, no, tis better thus, that we together 
Feed on each other's. heart, devour our woes 
With mutual appetite; and: mingling in 
One cup the common ftream of both our eyes, 
Drink- bitter draughts, with never-ſlaking thirſt; 
Thus better, than for any cauſe to part.. 

What doſt thou think? Look not fo tenderly. 

Upon me- ſpeak, and take me in thy arm 
Thou canſt not! thy poer arms are bound, and ſtrive 
In vain with the remorſeleſs chains which gnaw 
And eat into the fleſh, ſeſt' ring thy limbs 

© With rankling ruſt.“ 

O/m. Oh | O—_ 

Alm. Give me that figh.. 

Why doſt thou heave, and ftifle in thy griefs ? 
Thy heart will burſt, thy eyes look red and ſtart ; 
Give thy ſoul way, and tell me: thy dark thought. 

O/m. For this world's rule, I would not wou ad tl p 
With ſuch a dagger as then ſtruck my heart. NT Hobs 

Alm. Why? why? To know it, cannot wound me _ | 


SG = ..2 
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Than knowing thou haſt felt it. Tell it me, 
nd thy exceſſive love diſtrats my ſenſe ! 
Alm. Thou doſt me wrong, and Grief too robs my 

Thy ſecond ſelf ſhou'd feel each other wound, 

O/m. O thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: 

'That piece-meal grind, are beds of 

Indeed, if that be ſo; if Pm thy torment, 

That ſucks thy warm life- blood, and gnaws thy heart & 

© So ſhauld'f thow-be at large froiwu all opprefiion.? 

Soul of my foul, and end of all my wiſhes, 

Why doſt thou aſk ? Why doſt thou talk thus piercingly ?- 
Alm. Didſt not thou ſay that racks and wheels were” 
O/m. No, no; nor ſhou'd the ſubtleſt pains that k u, 

But thou wilt know what harrows up my heart: 


Thou 1 me pain with too much tenderneſs ! 
Om. 
O would thou be leſs killing, ſoft, or kind, 
Grief could not double thus has darts againſt me. 
heart, 
If there he ſhoot not every other ſhaft ; 
And woe ſhould be in equal portions dealt. 
J am thy wife 
There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel cords, 
That ſtrain my cracking nerves ; —_ and wheels,, 
n and balm. 
To that ſoul-racking thought. ffs 
Alm. Then I am curs'd ; 
Kill me, then kill me, daſh me with thy chains, 
Tread on me: What, am I the boſom-ſnake, 
O that thy words had force to break thoſe bonds, 
As they have ſtrength to tear this heart in ſunder; 
Am IJ, am I of all thy woes the worſt ? 
O/m. My all of bliſs, my everlaſting life, 
Why doſt thou thus unman me with thy words? 
And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings ? 
Thy ſorrows have diſturb'd thy peace of mind, 
And thou doſt ſpeak of miſeries impoſſible. 
| balm D 
And beds of eaſe, to thinking me thy wife? | 
Or hell- born malice can invent, extort 
A wiſh or thought from me to have thee other. * 
Thou art my wife——nzy thou art yet my bride.!. Wo 
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The ſacred union of connubial Love 
Yet unaccompliſh'd ; © his myſterious rites 
© Delay'd ; nor has our hymencal torch 
* lighted ap his laſt moſt grateful facrifice ; 
c you daſhd with rain from eyes, and — with ſi gha, 
Burns dim, and glimmers with 8 
Is this dark cell a — ple for that God ? 4 Ly 
Or this vile earth an ine for ſuch oferings ? 
This den for flaves, this dungeon damp'd with woes; 
* Is this our marriage bed? are theſe our joys ?? 
Is this to call thee mine ? O hold, my heart! 
To call thee mine? Yes; thus, ren thus to call 
Thee mine, were comfort, joy, extremeſt ecſtaſy! 
But O thou art not mine, not eten in miſery; 
And 's deny'd to me to be fo blefs'd, 
As to be wretched with the. 

Alm. No; not that © 
T' extremeſt —— 
That ſtill - ĩs left us, and on that we H feed, is 
As on the leavings of Calamity. _ A 
There we will feaſt and ſmile on paſt Uiftreſs, 
And hug, in ſcorn of it, our mutual run. 
O/m. O chou dog fk, my love, as one reſthv's, 
Becauſe not knowing But took forward; 
Think af to-morrow, when thou ſhalt be torn 
From theſe weak, ſtruggling, unextended arms : 
Think how my heart heave, and ee 
To graſp and reach what is deny'd my hands! 

k how the blood will ftart, and tears will * 

To follow thee, m .. — g foul P © 
Think how I am, w — r 
Then will I ſmear theſe walls with blood, Uisfigare 
And daſh my face, and rive my clotted hair, 
Break on this flinty floor my throbbing breaft, 
And grovel with gaſh'd hands to ſeratch a 
6 Strippl ping my nails to tear chis a up* 
And bury: me alive. 
Alm. "Heartibroakdn ng 4 

Ofm. Then Garcia lie hh on thy boſom, - 
Luxurious, revelling amidft thy charms ; . 


2 
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* And thou per-force muſt _ and aid his tranſport.” 
Hell! hell! have I not cau and rave ? 

What are all racks, hed? you wad and whips to this? 
Are they not ſoothing ſoftneſs, ſinking eaſe, 

And wafting air to this ?? O my Almeria! 

What do the damn'd endure, but to deſpair, 

But knowing heav'n, to know it loſt for ever ? 

Alm. O Tanda thy words are bolts of ice, 
Which 5 into my breaſt now melt and chill me. 
© I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling fears, 
© No, hold me not O, let us not ſupport, / 
© But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
© Where levell'd low, no more wel lift our eyes, 

But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of carth | 

© With rivers of inceſſant ſcalding rain,” 
Enter Zara, Perez, and Selim. © 

Zara. Same what of weight to me requires his N 


Dare you E eee «PRE 
The Royal Signet. a 

Per. > 5) 
veg oo bag) >, a4} ef ned brit. 
Your ent'ring, all the princeſs is return's. Fr 0) * 
From viſitin >. ENT: * „ 
Zara. Hal | 
What ay thou? , 

O/m. We are loſt! undone ! diſcaver'd!.. 
© Retire, = "Ife, with ſpeed Alas l we're ſeen ? 
Speak of compaſſion, let her hear you ſpeak p 
Of interceding for me with the King; ebay 
Say ſomething quickly to conceal our loves, ret that”. 
If poſſible 

Alm. r cannot ſpeak, | 

O/m. Let me * 
Conduct you forth, as not ivin ns þ 14s 
But till ſhe's gene; then bleſs me t again. 

Zara. Trembling and weeping as = leads her forth 1 A 
Confuſion in his face, and grief in hers! ! | 
"Tis plain I've. been abus d“ Death and deftrution 8 
How ſhall I ſearch into this myſtery? 7 ih 
© The blueſt blaſt of peſtilential air | : 

Strike, 


w * * * 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 43 
© Strike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill his eyes; 


Perdition catch 'em both, and ruin part em. 
O/m. This charity to one unknown, and thus 
[ loud. to Almeria as fbe goes. out. 
Diftreſs'd, Heav'n will repay : all thanks are poor. 


[ Exit Alm. 

Zara. Damn'd, damn'd difetnbler ! yet I will be 

calm, 

Choke in rage, and know the utmoſt de 
Of this E 4 „ You ſeem much — vo 
O/m. At your return ſo ſoon and unexpected 

Zara. And ſor unwiſh'd, unwanted too it News. 
Confuſion ! Yet I will contain myſelf. 
You're a favourite fince laſt we parted : 
Perhaps I'm ſaucy and intruding 

O/m. Madam ! 

Zara. I did not know the princeſs? favourite 1 
Your pardon, Sir——miſtake me not: you think 
I'm angry: you're deceiv'd. I came to ſet 
You free; but ſhall return much better pleas'd, 

To find you have an intereſt ſa 


.O/m. You do not'come to mock my miſeries ? 
Zara. I do. 
your mirth. 


O/m. I could at this time ſpare 
Zara. I know thou couldſt; but I'm not often pleasd, 
And will indulge it now. What miſeries ? 
Who would nat be thus happily confin'd, 
To be the care of weeping Majeſty 2. - 
- To have contending Queens, at dead of night, 
Forſake their down, to wake with wat oy Ys. -. -- 
And watch like tapers o'er your hour | 
O/m. Come, tis too much. 
Zara. Villain! 
Ou. How, Madam | 
Zara. Thow fhalt die. 
O/m. I thank 


Ge Li, en WR, fiir now Flow for whom moud' d lire. 
err may know — whom I'd we. 
255 — Hell 


Yet 
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Yet PII be calm Dark and unknown betrayer ! 

But now the dawn begins, and the flow hand 

Of Fate is ftretch'd to draw the veil, and leave 

Thee bare, the naked mark of public view. 
O/m. You may be ſtill decerv'd ; 'tis in my pow'r 

Chain d as 1 am, to fly from all my wrongs, 


« And free myſelf. at once from miſery, 


««- And you of me. 


Zara. Ha! ſay'ft thou—But PII prevent it." 
Who waits there? As you will anſwer it, look this ſlave 


[To the guard. 
Attempt no means to make himſelf away. - 
I've been deceiv'd. The public ſafety now 
Requires he ſhould be more confin'd, and none, 
No, not the rinceſs, ſuffer' d or to fee, 
Or ſpeak with him: I'Il quit you to the King. 
Vile and ingrate! too-late-thou ſhalt repent 
The baſe injuſtice thou haſt done my love; 
Yes, thou ſhalt know, ſpite of thy paſt diſtreſs, 
And all thoſe ifts which thou ſo long haſt mourn'd, 
Heav'n has no rage Iike love to hatred turn'd, 
Nor hell a, Fury like a Woman ſcorn d. 


ACT IV. SCENE, » roew of fre 
e 


| . 
. haſt already rack'd me with thy ſtay ; 
Therefore require me not to aſk thee = 4 I 

Reply at once to al. What is concluded ? 

| Sel. Your accuſation highly has incens'd 

The King, and were alone enough to urge 

The fate of Oſmyn ; but to that, freſh news 

Has fince arriv'd, of more revolted ' 

"Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him 

8 breeds amazement and diſtraction) ſome 

o bore high offices of weight and truſt, 


| Both 


4 
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Both in the ſtate and army. This confirms 
The King in full belief of all you told him 
Concerning Oſmyn, and his correſpondence 
With them who firſt began the mutiny. 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is fign'd ; 
And order given for public execution. | 
Zara. Ha! haſte thee ! fly, prevent his fate and mine 
Find out the King, tell him I have of weight : 
More than his crown t' impart ere Oſmyn die. 
Sel. It needs not, for the King will 1 be here, 
And as to your revenge, not his own int'reſt, 
Pretend to facrifice the life of Oſmyn. ' 
Zara. What ſhall I ſay ?. Invent, contrive, adviſe 
Somewhat to blind the King, and ſave his life 
In whom I live. Spite of my rage and pride, 
© Il am a Woman, and a Lover ſtill. 
© O! 'tis more grief but te ſuppoſe his death, 
Than ſtill to meet the rigour of his ſcorn. 
From my deſpair my anger had its ſource; 
When he is dead, I muſt deſpair for ever. 
For ever that's deſpair——it was diſtruſt 
© Before; diſtruſt will ever be in love, | 
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And anger in diſtruſt ; both ſhort-liv'd pains ! 


But in deſpair, and ever-during death, 
© No term, no bound, but infinite of woe 
O torment but to think ! what then to bear? -_ 
© Not to be borne? Deviſe the means to ſhun it, 
Quick; or, by Heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood. 
Sel. My life is yours, nor with | to preſerve it, 
But to ſerve you. I have already thought. r 
Zara. Forgive my rage; I know thy love and truth. 
But ſay, what's to 42 or when, or how, 
Shall I prevent or ſtop th* approaching danger? 
Sel. You muſt till ſeem moſt reſolute and fix'd - 
On Oſmyn's death ; too quick a change of mercy 
Might breed ſuſpicion of the cauſe. Adviſe 
That execution may be done in private. 
Zara. On what pretence? 
Sel. Your own requeſt's enough. 
However, for a colour, tell him, you 


9 H Ave 
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Have cauſe to fear his guards may be corrupted, 
And ſome of them bought off, to Oſmyn's intereſt; 
Who, at the place of execution, will 
Attempt to force his way for an eſcape; . 
The ftate of things will countenance all ſuſpicions. 
Then offer to the King to have him ſtrangled 
In ſecret by your mutes ; and get an order, 
That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 
I can no more, the King is here. Obtain . 
This grant: I'II acquaint you with the reſt. [Exit. 
; Enter King, Gonſalez, and Perez. 
King. Bear to the dun thoſe rebellious ſlaves, 
© 'Th'-ignoble curs, that yelp to fill the cry, 
© And ſpend their mouths in barking tyranny.” 
But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramirez, 
Let 'em be led away to preſent death. 
Perez, ſee it perform'd. 
Gon/. Might I preſume, 
Their execution better were deſerr d, 
Till Oſmyn die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this conſpiracy. | OE nk” 
King. Then be it ſo. 
Stay, ſoldier ; they ſhall ſuffer with the Moor. 
Are none return'd of thoſe that follow'd Heli ? 
Gon/. None, Sir. Some papers have been ſince dif. 
cover'd : 
In Rodorigo's houſe, who fled with him, 
Which ſeem to intimate, as if Alphonſo 
Were ſtill alive, and arming in Valentia : 
Which wears indeed this colour of a truth, 
They who are fled have that way bent their courſe. 
Of the ſame nature divers notes have been | 
Diſpers'd Yamuſe the people; whereupon 
Some ready of belief, have rais'd this rumour :- 
That being ſav'd upon the coaſt of Afric, 
He there diſclos'd himſelf to Albucacim, 
And by a ſecret compact made with him, 
Open'd and urg'd the way to this invaſion ; 
While he himſelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raiſe this tumult, 


Zara. 
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Zara. Ha! hear'ſt thou that? Is Oſmyn then Alphonſo? 
< O Heav'n! a thouſand things occur at once 
© 'TO my remembrance now, that make it — 
O certain death for him, as ſure deſpair | 
For me, if it be known——Jf not, what hope 
Have I ? Yet 'twere the loweſt baſeneſs now, 


To yield him up——No, I will conceal him 
An 


the force of yet more obli 
Gon/. Tis not impoſſible. Yet it may be 
That ſome impoſtor has uſurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous captive, Zara, can inform, 
If ſuch an one, ſo *ſeaping, was receiv'd, 
At at any time in Albucacim's court. 
King. Pardon, fair excellence, this long neglect: : 
An unforeſeen, unwelcome hour of buſineſs, 
Has thruſt between us and our while of love; 
But _— now apace with ebbing ſand, 
Will quickly waſte and give again the day. 
Zara, You're too ſecure: the danger is more immi- 
r 
Than your high courage ſuffers you to ſee ; 
While Oſmyn lives, you are not ſafe. 
King. His doom 
Is 2 if you revoke it not, he dies. 
. "Tis well. By what I heard upon your entrance, 
I ind I can unfold what yet concerns 
You more. One who did call himſelf * 
Was caſt upon my coaft, as is reported, 
And oft 3 private conference with the king ; - 
To what eff knew net then : but he, 
Alphonſo, ſecretly departed, juſt - 
About the time our arms embark'd for Spain. 
What I know more is, that a triple league 
Of ſtricteſt friendſhip was profeſt between 
Alphonſo, Heli, and the traitor Oſmyn. 
King. Public report has ratified in this. —. ; 
Zara. An: Oſmyn's death requir d of ſtrong nes 
ceſſity. 
King. Give order ſtrait, that all the pris'ners die. 
Fs. Forbear a moment, ſomewhat more I have 


Worthy 
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Worthy your private ear, and this your miniſter. - 
King. Let all, except Gonſalez, leave the room, 
Sine I na „ 
| ara. I am your captive, and you've us'd me nobly ; 
And in return 4; that. thet otherwiſe - 5 ; 
Your enemy, I have diſcover'd Oſmyn 
His private practice and conſpiracy- 6 
* Againſt your. ſtate: and fully to diſcharge 
© Myſelf of what I've. undertaken, now? ' 
I think it fit to tell you, that your guards 
Are tainted : ſome among em have reſoly'd 
To reſcue Oſmyn at the place of death, 
King. Is treaſon then ſo near us as our guards! 
Zara. Moſt certain; tho” my knowledge is not yet 
So ripe, to point at the parti men. 
King. What's to be dane ? | 
Zara. That too I will adviſe. | 
I have remaining in my train ſome mutes, 
A preſent once from the Sultana Queen, 
In the Grand Signior's court. Theſe from their infancy 
Are practis'd in the trade of death; and ſhall 
(As there the cuſtom is) in private ſtrangle 
Oſmyn.' PRI "IEF 
Gon. My, Lord, the Queen adviſes well. or” 
King. What off ring, or what recom remains 
In me, that can be worthy ſq great ſervices? ? 
To caſt oY feet the crown you”ve-ſay'd, 
Tho' on the head that wears it, were too little.” 
Zara, Of that hereafter; but, mean time, tis fit 
You give ſtrict charge, that none may be admitted 
To ſee the pris' ner, but ſuch mutes as I 
Shall ſend. | 
King. Who waits there ? 
| _- Enter Perez. 
King. On your life take heed, 
That only Zara's mutes, or ſuch who bring 
Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 
Zara, They, and no other, not the Princeſs ſelf. 
Per. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey d. 


King. Retire. [Exit Perez. 
Gon/. 
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Gon/ſ. That interdiction ſo particular, 
Pronounc'd with vehemence againſt the Princeſs, 
Should have more meaning than appears barefac'd. 
The King is blinded by his love, and heeds 
It not. Your majeſty ſure might have ſpar'd 
The laft reftraint ; you hardly can ſuſpe& 

The Princeſs is confed' rate with the Moor. 

Zara. I've heard her charity did once extend 
So far to viſit him, at his requeſt. 

Gonſ. Ha! | | 

King. How! She vifit Oſmyn ! What *. my Daughter! 

Sel. Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin'd all. 


| LA lde to Zara. 

Zara. And after did ſolicit you on his | 
Behalf | 1 

King. Never. You have been miſinform'd. 5 

Zara. Indeed ! then twas a whiſper ſpread by ſome, 
Who wiſh'd it ſo; a common art in courts. 

I will retire, and inſtantly prepare 
Inſtruction for my miniſters of death. . 
8 [EExeunt Zara and Selim. 

Gonſ. There's ſomewhat yet of myſtery in this: 

Her words and actions are obſcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ſometimes diſagree : 

J like It not. | | 
King. What doſt thou think, Gonſalez? _ 
Are we not much indebted to this Fair-one ? 

Gon/. I am a little flow of credit, Sir, 
In the fincerity of womens actions. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Diſquiets her too much ; which makes it ſeem 
As if ſhe'd rather that ſhe did not hate him. 
I wiſh her mutes are meant to be employ'd 
As ſhe pretends—T doubt it now—Your guards 
Corrupted ! how? by whom ? who told her ſo? 
I'th' evening Oſmyn was to die; at midnight 
She begg'd the royal ſignet to releaſe him; 

Pth* morning he muſt die again; ere noon 
Her mutes muſt ſtrangle him, or he'll 


« 


Eſcape. This put together 208 not well. 


King. 


— 
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King. Yet that there's truth in what ſhe has diſcover'd, 
Is manifeſt from every circumſtance. 
This tumult, and. the lords who fled with Heli, 
Are confirmation that Alphonſo lives, 
Agrees expreſly too with her report. 
Gen/. I grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in rage 


Of jealouſy, ſhe has diſcover'd what 


She now ts, It may be I'm deceiy'd : 
But why that needleſs caution of the Princeſs ? 
What if ſhe had ſeen Oſmyn ? tho? *twere ſtrange; 
But if ſhe had, what was't to ber? unleſs 
She fear'd her ſtronger charms might cauſe the Moor's 
Affection to revolt. 
King. I thank thee, friend: N 
There's reaſon in thy doubt, and I am wand. 
But think'ſt thou hae my daughter ſaw this Moor ? 
Gon/: If Oſmyn be, as Zara bas related, 
Alphonſo' 8 1 tis not 
But ſhe might wiſh on his account to ſee him. : 
King. Say'ſt thou! By Heav'n, thou haſt rous'd a 


1 thooghe,. 

That like a ſu earthquake ſhakes. my frame. 
Confuſion ! then my daughter's an accomplice, 
And plots in private with this hellth Moor.  _ 

Gen. That were too hard a thought but ſee, ſhe 

comes. | 

*Twere not amiſs to veſtion her a little, 
And try, howe'er, if if Þ 've;divin'd aright. 
If wo od I fear be true, ſhe'll be concern'd 
For Oſmyn's death, as he's Alphonſo's friend: 
Urge that, to. if ſhe'll ſolieit for him. A 
Almeria and Leonora, as 

King. Your coming has prevented me, Almeria 
J had determin'd to have ſeat. for. 
Let your attendant be diſmiſs d; Ts have; . | 

2 retires. 


To talk with you. Come near; why dot thou ſhake ? 
What mean thoſe ſwoll'n and red-fleck'd eyes, that look 
As they had wapt in blood, and worn the night 
In * 92 Why chis on the day 


Which 
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Which was defign'd to celebrate thy nuptials ; 

But that the beams of light are to be ſtain'd 

With reeking gore from traitors on the rack ? 

Wherefore I have deferr'd the marriage-rites, 

Nor ſhall the guilty horrors of this day 

Prophane that jubilee. 

Al. All days to me 

Henceforth are equal: this the day of death, 

To-morrow,. and the next: and each that follows, 

Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and but prolong 

One hated line of more extended woe. 

Ling. one ny is thy grief ? Give me to know the 

cauſe ? 

And look thou anſwer me with truth; for know 

I am not unacquainted with thy falſehood. 

Why art thou mute ? baſe and degen' rate maid ! 
Gonſ. Dear Madam, ſpeak; or you'll incenſe the King. 
Alm. What 1s't to ſpeak? or wherefore ſhould I — 

What mean theſe tears but grief unutterable ? 


King. They are the dumb confeſſions of thy guilty 


They mean thy guilt ; and ſay thou wert confed'rate 
With damn'd confpirators to take my life. 
O impious parricide ! now, ean'ſt thou ſpeak : 
Alm. O Earth, behold, I knee! upon thy boſom, 
And bend my flowing eyes to ſtream upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield! 

Open thy bowels of compaſſion, take 
Into thy womb the laſt and moſt forlorn 
Of all thy race! Hear me, thou common Parent ! 

-I have no parent elſe—be thou a Mother, 

And ſtep between me and the curſe of him, 
Who was—who was—but 1s no more a Father, 
But brands my innocence with horrid crimes ; - 
And for the tender names of Child and Daughter, 
Now calls me Murderer and Parricide. f 

King, Riſe, I command thee—and, if thou wouldſt 

Acquit thyſelf of thoſe deteſted names, | 
| Swear thou haſt never ſeen that foreign dog, | 
Now doom'd to die, . accurſed Oſmyn. 3 | 

8 2 n. 
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Alm. Never, but as with innocence I might, 
And free of all bad purpoſes: ſo Heav'n's 
My witneſs. - 18 | bbs 

King. Vile equivocating wretch ! | 
With Innocence? O patience !. hear—ſhe owns it! 
Confeſſes it! by Heav'n, I'Il have him rack'd, 

Torn, mangled, flay'd, impa'\d—2—— all pains and tor- 
r E | | 

That wit of man and dire revenge can think, 

Shall he, accumulated, under- bear. 

Alm. Oh, I am loſt— there Fate begins to wound. 

. King. Hear me, then, if thou can'ſt reply: know, 
trraitreſs, : | 

I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphonſo lives ; 

Nor am I ignorant what Oſmyn 1s 

Alm. Then all is ended, and we both muſt die : 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou ſhalt not die; 
And yet alone would I have dy'd, Heav'n knows, 
Repeated deaths, rather than have reveal'd thee. 

* Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho' each 
© Reproach cuts deeper than the keeneſt ſword, 
And cleaves: my heart, I would have borne it all, 
© Nay, all the pains that are prepar'd for thee : 

© To the remorſeleſs rack I wou'd have giv'n 
This weak and tender fleſh to have been bruis'd 
And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy being.” 

King. Hell! Hell! do I hear this, and yet endure! 
What dar'ſt thou to my face avow thy guilt ? 

Hence, ere I curſe—fly my juſt rage with ſpeed ; 
Leſt I forget us both, and ſpurn thee from me. 

Alm. And yet a Father ! think I am your Child! 
Turn not your eyes away—look on me kneeling ! 
Now curſe me if you can, now ſpurn me off. 

Did ever father curſe his kneeling child ? 
Never; for always bleſſings crown that poſture. 

© Nature inclines, and half-way. meets that duty, 

© Stooping to raiſe from earth the filial reverence ; 
For bended knees returning folding arm, 
With pray'rs, and bleſſings, and paternal love.” 
O hear me-then, thus crawling on the earth —— 


9 . Ling 
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King. Be thou advis'd, and let me go, while yet 
The light impreſſion, thou haſt made, remains. 

Alm. No, never will I riſe, nor looſe this hold, 

Till you are mov'd, and grant that he may foe ..... 

King, Ha! who may live? take heed, no more of that ; 
For on my ſoul he dies, tho? thou and I, 

And all ſhou'd follow to partake his doom. 
Away, off, let me go—Call her attendants. 

[Leonora and Women return. 
Alm. Drag me, harrow the earth with my bare boſom, 
Pl not go till you have ſpar'd my huſband. 
King. Ha! © what ſayeſt thou 4 Haſband' : Huſband! 

* damnation ! 

What huſband?? which? who? 
Alm. He, he is my Huſband. | 
King. © Poiſon and daggers !* who ? | 
Alm. O——— Faint. 
* Gonſ. Help, ſupport her.” 

Alm. Let me go, let me fall, fink. deep——Pl Gig, 
* dig a grave, and tear up Death; I will; 
« Ill ſcrape till I collect his rotten bones, 
And cloath their nakednefs, with my on fleſh ;* 
Yes, I will ftrip off life, and we will change: 

I will be Death ; then, tho? you kill my huſband, 
He ſhall be mine ſtill, and * ever mine. 

King. What huſband ? whom doſt thou mean ? 

Gon. She raves! 

Alm. O that I did Oſmyn, He is ; my huſband. 

King. Oſmyn ! 

Alm. Not Oſmyn, but Alphonſo is my dear 
And wedded huſband-———Heav'n, and air, and feas, 
Ye winds and waves, I call ye all to witneſs ! 

King. Wilder than winds or waves thyſelf doſt rave. 
Shou'd I hear more, I too ſhou'd catch thy madneſs. 
Vet ſomewhat ſhe muſt: mean of dire import, 

* Which Pl! not hear, till I am more at peace.“ 
Watch her returning ſenſe, and bring me word : 
And look that ſhe attempt not on her life. [Exit King. 


| 5 
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Alm. O ſtay, _—_— hear me, I am not mad 
I wou'd to Heav'n I were He's gone 
Gon/. Have comfort. 
Alm. Curs'd be that tongue that bids me be of 
comfort | 
Curs'd my own tongue, that could not move his pity ! 


Curs'd theſe weak hands, that could not hold him here 


For he is gone to doom Alphonſo's death. 

Gen. Your too exceflive grief works on your fancy, 
And deludes your ſenſe. Alphonſo, it hving, | 
Is far from hence, beyond your father's pow'r. 

Am. Hence, thou deteſted, ill-tim'd fatterer ! 
Source of my woes ! thou and thy rate be curs'd | 
But doubly thou, who couldſt alone have policy 
And fraud, to find the fatal ſecret out, 

And know that Oſmyn was Alphonſo! 

Oos. Ha 


Alm. Why doſt thou ftart? what doſt tho ſee or Sa 


1. it the dolegel bell, tolling. for death ? 
Or dyin —— from my Iphonſoꝰ s breaſt ? 
See, gef ock frm A. a grizzled, pale, 
And ghaſtly — lares by „ all ſmear'd with blood, 
Gaſping as it would f. «/ and after, ſee! 
Behold a damp, dead hand has dropp'd a 
1˙ll catch it Hark l a voice cries Marder! ah ! | 
My father's voice ! hollow it ſounds, and calls R 
Me from the tomb— I'll follow it; for there ; 
I ſhall again behold my dear Alphonſo. 
[ Exeunt Alm. au Leo. 
vs gonad hr. HE ET Adapt, 
e's greatly priev'd : nor am ; 
Oſmyn Alphonſo! no; ſhe over-rates F 
My policy: I neler ſuſpeQed-it ; 
Nor. now had known 1 it, but 3 her miſtake. 
Her Huſband'too ! ha ! where is Garcia then ? 
And where the crown that ſhou'd' deſcend on him, 
To grace the line of my poſterity ? 
Hold, let me — | I ſhould tell the 
Things come to this extremity ; his — 
Wedded already ——what if he ſhould yield ? 
> Enowing 


— 


— 


T 


I've ſeen thy. fword do noble execution. 


THE MOURNING BRIDE. 55 


Knowing no remedy for what is 
And urg'd by Nature pleading for his child, 
With which he ſeems to be al Pony - 
And tho' I know he hates beyond the gra 
Anſelmo's race; yet if—that If concludes » me, 
To doubt, when Fs be aſſur'd, is folly. 

But how prevent the captive queen, who means 
To ſet him free? Ay, now *tis plain: O well 
Invented tale ! he was Alphonſo's friend. 

This ſubtle woman will amuſe the King, 

If I delay "twill do or better ſo. 


One to my wiſh, ' Alonzo; thou art welcome 


Enter Alonzo.. 
Alen. The King expects your lordſhip. 
Gon. „Tis no matter: 
Pm not 1 the way at preſent, 
Alon, Ie pleaſe your : 
I have not 1 ob. | 
Gon/. Do, my beft Alonzo. | 
Yet ſtay, I would hut 80.3 anon will ferve—— 


Yet I have that requires thy ſpeedy he 
I think thou — ya ene. 


Alen. I am — , 
G0 Say thou art my Friend. 


Alonso. 
thip, In r why 


op to do me: 


Alon. All that i mo can lordſhip ſhall command. 
Gen. n T take thee at thy word. Thou'ſt 
EY 

Among the followers of the captive queen, 
Dumb men, who _ their meaning known by be. 

Gonſ. Couldſt hoe procure, with ſpeed 
And privacy, the wearing garb of one 
Of thoſe, tho” purchas'd by his death, Pd give 
Thee fuch reward, as ſhou'd exceed thy with. 

Alen. Conclude it done. Where ſhall I wait your lord- 

ſhip ? 

Gon ſ. 'At my apartment. Uſe thy atmoſt diligence ; 

And 9 Pre not been ſcen—hafte, good Alonzo. 
- [Exit Alonzo. 

C 4 So, 


o 
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So, this can hardly fail. Alphonſo lain, 

The greateſt, obſtacle 1s then remov'd. 

Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed ; | 
And J yet fix the crown on Garcia's head. [ Exit. 


— 


2 


ACT v. SCENE @ Room of State. 
King, Perez, and Alonzo. 


King. 
OT to be found? In — ill hour he's abſent. 
None, ſay you? none ? what, not the fav”rite 
Eunuch ? 
Nor ſhe herſelf, nor any of her mutes, 
Have yet requir'd admittance ? 

Per. None, my lord. . 
| King. Is Oſmyn fo diſpos'd as I commanded ? 

Per. Faſt-bound in double chains, and at full length. 
He lies ſupine on earth: with as much eaſe 
She might remove the center of this earth, 
As looſe the rivets of his bonds. 

King. Tis well. | 
[4 mute appears, and, ſeeing the EU retirer, 
Ha! ftop, and ſeize that mute; Alonzo, follow him 
Ent'ring he met my eyes, and- ſtarted back 
Frighted, and fumbling one hand in his boſom, 
As to conceal th* importance of his errand. 

[ Alonzo follows him, and returns with a per: 
Alon. A bloody proof 'of obſtinate . 
King. What Joſt thou mean? 

Alen. Soon as I ſeiz'd the man, | 
He ſnatch'd from out his boſom this—and Dove 
With raſh and greedy haſte at once to cram 8 
The morſel down his throat. I caught his arm, 

And hardly wrench'd his hand to wring it from him; 
Which done, he drew a poniard from his fide, 
And on the inſtant plung'd it in his breaſt. 
-King. Remove the body thence ere Zara ſee it. 
Alon. I'Il be fo bold to borrow his attire ; 
"Twill quit me from my promiſe to Gonſalez. 
© [Exit Alonzo. 
6 Fa. 


—— — — 


— 


— 


— 
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© Per. Whate'er it is, the King's complexion turns.“ 
King. How's this ? my mortal foe beneath my roof ! 
K | [ Having read the Letter. 
O give me patience, all ye Powers ! no, rather 
Give me new Rage, implacable Revenge, 
And trebled Fury — Ha ! who's there ? 


Perez. My lord. 


King. Hence, ſlave! how dar'ſt thou bide, to watch and 


pry - 


Into how poor a thing a King deſcends ? 
How like thyſelf, when Paſſion treads him down ? 
Ha! ſtir not, on thy life! for thou wert fix'd 


And planted here to ſee me 


this bait, 


And laſh againft the hook—By Heav'n, you're all 
Rank traitors : thou art with the reſt combin'd : 


Thou knew'f that Oſmyn was Alph 


onſo, knew'ſ 


My daughter 2328 with him conferr'd; 
and. 


And wert the 


King. Thou ly'ſt. 


Thou art accomplice too with Zara: here, 


Where ſhe ſets down — Still will I 


Pander to their meeting. 
Per. By all that's holy, Pm amaz” 


* 


fet thee free—[Readin g. 


That ſomewhere is repeated ] baue power 


O'er them that are thy 


ds — Mark that, thou traitor. _ 


Per. It was your Majefty's command, I ſhould. 


Away, be gone, thou feeble boy, 


King. [Reading.]——4nd fill will I fot . 
Thee free, Alphonſo — Hell! curs'd, curs d Alphonſo ! - 
Falſe and perfidious Zara! Strumpet b 


daughter! 
fond Love t. 


All Nature, Softneſs, Pity, and Compaſſion, 
This hour I throw ye off, and entertain 


Fell Hate within my breaſt, Revenge, and Gall. 
By Heav'n, I'll meet, and counterwork this treach 
Hark thee, villain, traitor—anſwer me, flave! 


ery. * 


Per. My ſervice has not merited thoſe titles. 8 
King. Dar'ſt thou reply ? Take that thy ſervice! 


thine! 


What's thy whole life, thy ſoul, thy all, to my 
One moment's eaſe? Hear my command; and look 


C5; 


© [Strikes bim. 


That: 


— 


== 


— 


Rea il 
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That thou obey, or horror on thy head: 
Drench me thy dagger in Alphonſo's heart. 
Why doſt thou ſtart? Reſolve, or . 
Per. Sir, I will. 
King. Tis well—that when ſhe comes to ſet him free, 


His teeth may gtin, and mock at her remorſe. 


| [Perez gorng. 
— Stay thee—Pve farther thought—T'll add to this, 
And give her eyes yet greater diſappointment : 
When thou haſt ended him, bring me his robe; 
And let the cell where ſhe'll expect to ſee him 

Be darken'd, ſo as to amuſe the ſight. 

I'll be conducted thither mark me well 
There with his turbant, and his robe array d, 

And laid along, as he now lies, ſupine, 

I ſhall convict her, to her face, of falſhood. 
When for Alphonſo's ſhe Mall take my hand, 

And breathe her ſighs upon my lips for his; 


Suddeg I'll ſtart, and daſh her with her guilt. 


But ſee ſhe comes ! I'll ſhun th* encounter; thou 
Follow me, and give heed to my direction. [ Exeunt. 
4 Enter Tara and Selim. 
Zara. The mute not yet return'dl' ha, twas the King k 
The King that paſfed hence! frowning he went: 
His eyes like meteors roll'd, then darted down 
Their red and angry beams; as if his fight 
Would, like the raging Dog-ſtar, ſcorch the earth 
And kindle ruin in its courſe :* Doſt think 
He ſaw me ? | 
Sel. Yes ;. but then, as if he thought 
His eyes had err'd, he haſtily recall” 7 
Th' imperfe& look, and ſternly turn'd away. 
Zara. Shun me when ſeen ! I fear thou haſt undone me, 
Thy ſhallow artifice begers ſuſpicion, _ 2 
And, like a cobweb veil, but thinly ſhades 
The face of thy deſign; alone diſguiſing 
What ſhou'd have ne'er been ſeen; imperfet Miſchief? 
© Thong, like the adder, venemous and deaf, | 
« Haſt ſtung the traveller; and after hear'it 


Not his purſuing voice ; e' en when thou think'ſt 


* To 
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* To hide, the ruſtling leaves and bended 
* Confeſs and point the path which thou haſt crept. 
O fate of fools! officious in contriving; | 
© In executing, puzzled, lame, and loſt.” 

Sel. Avert it, Heav'n l that you ſhould ever ſuſſex 
For my defect I or that the means which 1 
Devis'd to ſerve, ſhould ruin your deſign ! 
Preſcience is Heav'n's alone, not giv'n to man. 
If I have fail'd in what, as being Man, | 
I needs muſt fail, impute not as a crime 


My Nature's want, but puniſh yak in me z 


I plead not for a pardon, and to live, 
But to be puniſh'd, and forgiven. Here, ſtrike! 
E bare-my breaſt to meet your juſt revenge ! 

Zara. 7 have not leiſure now to take ſo poor | 
A forfeit as chy life} fanowias of high , hg 

nd more important fate Wares m thought 
When P ve concluded —_ ſelf, if 1 
© Think fit, Pl! leave thee my command to die!“ 
Regard me well! and dare not to 
To what J give in charge; for I'm re vat 
Give order that the two e mutes 
Attend me inſtantly, wich each a 
Of ſuch ingredients mix'd, as will with ſpeed 
Benumb the living faculties, and give 
Moſt eaſy and inevitable death. 
Yes, Oſmyn, yes; be Oſmyn or Alphonſo, 
I'll give thee freedom, if — dar'ſt be free: 
Such liberty, as I embrace myſelf, 
Thou ſhalt partake. Since Fates no more afford, OP 
1 can baz dic with thee w keep my ward. [Exzt; 


SCENE: opening fbews the Priſon. 
.=- Gonſalex, difguifed like a Mute, with a dagger. 
Genſ. Nor centinel, nor guard! the doors unbarr'd 1 
And all as ſtill, as at the noon of night! 
Sure Death already has been buſy here. 
There lies my way that door too is unlock'd. 
Looking in. 
|. fare he —all's dark within, ſave what 
Ha . 6 A lamp, 
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A lamp, that feebly lifts a fickly flame, 

By fits reveals—his face ſeems turn'd, to favour 

TH attempt: I 11 ſteal and do it unperceiv'd. 

What noiſe ! ſomebody coming? ſt, Alonzo? . 

Nobody. Sure he'll wait without E would 

| *T were done—Pl1 crawl, and ſting him to the heart! 
Then caſt my ſkin, and leave it there to anſwer it! [Goes in. 


Enter Garcia and Alonzo. 
Gar. Where? where, Alonzo? where's my father? where 
l | The King ? confufion ! all is on the rout } 
l All's loſt ! all ruin'd by ſarpriſe and treachery ? 
Where, where is he? Why Jol thou miſlead me 
1 Alon. My Lord, he enter'd but a moment fince, 
And could not paſs me unperceiv'd—What hoa ! 
My Lord, my Lord, what hoa! my Lord Gonſalez! 
| Enter Gonſalez bloody. 3 
Gon/. Perdition choke your elamours! — whence this. 
rudeneſs ! | | 


Garcia! 
Gar. Perdition, Slavery, and Death, 5 
Are ent'ring now our doors! Where is the Kings? 
What means this blood ? and why this face of horror? 
Gon. No matter l give me firſt to know the cauſe 
Of theſe your raſſi and Ill-tim'd exclamations ! 
Gar. The eaſtern gate is to the foe betray'd ! 
Who, but for heaps of ſlain that choke the paſſage, 
Had enter'd long ere now, and borne down all 
Before em, to the palace walls! Unleſs 
The King in perſon animate our men, 
Granada's loſt! and to confirm this fear, 
The traitor Perez, and the Captive Moor, 
Are through a poſtern fled, and join the foe ! 
Gon. Would all were falſe as that! for whom you call 
The Moor is dead. That Oſmyn was Alphonſo ; 
In whoſe heart's blood this poniard yet is warm. 
Gar. Impoſſible! for Oſmyn was, while flying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonſo! 
Gon. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyes, 
How much report has wrong'd your eaſy faith. ¶ Garciagees iz. 
Alen. My Lord, for certain truth Perez is fled; Fa 
| | > 
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And has declar'd, the cauſe of his revolt 
Was to revenge a blow the King had giv'n him. 
Ga. E and Horror ! O heart- wounding 
__ fight! 
Gon. What ſays my ſon? what ruin ? ha! what horror ? 
Gar. Blaſted my eyes, and ſpeechleſs be my tongue, 
Rather than or to ſee, or to relate | 
This deed ! — O dire miſtake ! O fatal blow ! 
The Kin | 
Gon. and Alon. The King! * 
Gar. Dead, welt'ring, drown'd in blood! 
See! ſee! attir'd like Oſmyn, where he lies. ¶ They lool ix. 
O whence, or how, or wherefore was this done? 
But what imports the manner of the cauſe ? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, 
But that we all ſhould turn our ſwords againſt 
Ourſelves, and expiate, with our own, his blood. 
Gonſ. O wretch! O curs'd and raſh deluded fool! 
On me, on me, turn your avenging ſwords ! 
I, who have ſpilt my royal maſter's blood, 
Should make atonement by a death as horrid, . 
And fall beneath the hand of my own ſon. 
Gar. Ha! what! atone this murder with a greater! 
The horror of that thought has damp'd my rage. 
© The Earth already groans to bear this deed; 
© Oppreſs her not, nor think to ſtain her face 
With more unnatural blood. Murder my Father! 
«* Better with this to rip up my own bowels, 
And bathe it to the hilt, in far leſs damnable 
Self- murder. | 
Gon/. O my ſon! from the blind dotage- 
Of a father's fondneſs theſe ills aroſe: 
For thee I've been ambitious, bale, and bloody :- 
For thee I've plung'd into this ſea of fin; | 
Stemming the tide with only one weak hand, 
While t'other bore the crown, (to wreathe thy brow) 
Whoſe weight has ſunk me ere Þreach'd the ſhore. 
Gar. Fatal ambition! Hark ! the Foe'is enter'd ! ¶ Shout. 
The ſhrillneſs of that ſhout ſpeaks em at hand. n 
We have no time to ſearch into the cauſe 


« Of 
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© Of this ſurpriſing and moſt fatal error. 
© What's.to be done ? the King's death known, would ſtrike 
The few remaining ſoldiers with deſpair, 
And make 'em yield to mercy of the Conquc or.” 
Alon. My Lord, I've thought how to concea the body: 
Require me not to tell the means, till done, 
Leſt you forbid what you may then approve. [ Goes in. Shout, 
Gon/. They ſhout again! Whate'er he means to do, 
"Twere fit the ſoldiers were amus'd with hopes; 
And in the mean time fed with expectation 
To ſee the King in perſon at their head. 
Gar. Were it a truth, I fear tis now too late: 
But 111 omit no care, nor haſte, and try 
=_ 


Or to repel their force, or bravely die. 

Enter Alonzo. 
Gon/. What haſt thou done, Alonzo ? 
Alon. Such a deed D 

As but an hour ago Id not have done, 

Though for the crown of univerſal empire. 

But what are Kings, reduc'd to'common clay ? 

Or who can wonnd the dead ? I've from the body 

Sever'd the head, and in an obſcure corner 

Diſpos'd it, muifled in the Mute's attire, 

Leaving .to view of them who enter next, 

Alone the undiſtinguiſhable trunks 

Which may be ftill miſtaken by the guards 

For Oſmyn, if an ſeeking for the Kang 

They chance to find it. 
Gonſ. Twas an act of horror, 

And of a piece with this day's dire miſdeeds ! 

But *tis no time to ponder or repent. _ . 

Haſte thee, Alonzo, haſte thee hence with ſpeed, 

To aid my ſon! Pll-follow with the laſt 

Reſerve, to reinforce his arms: atleaſt, | 

I ſhall make good and ſhelter his retreat. ¶ Exennt ſeverally. 
Enter Zara, followed by — and two Mutes bearing 

the | 


» Zara. Silence and ſolitude are every where ! 
Through all,the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lead, nor human face nor voice 
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Is ſeen or heard. A dreadful din was wont 

To grate the ſenſe, when enter'd here, from groans - 

And howls of ſlaves condemn'd ; from clink of chains, 
And craſh of ruſty bars and creeking hinges : 

And ever and anon the fight was daſh'd 

* With frightful faces and the meagre looks 

Of grim and ghaſtly executioners. 

© Yet more this ſtillneſs terriſies my ſoul, 

Than did that ſcene of complicated horrors. 

© It may be that the cauſe of this my errand 

And purpoſe, 2 'd from life to death, 

Has alſo wrought this chilling change of temper. 

Or does my heart bode more? What can it more 

„Than death? | 

Let 'em ſet down the bowls, and warn Alphonſo 

That I am here—ſo. You, return and find [ Mates going in. 

The King; tell him, what he requir'd, I've done, 

And wait his coming to approve the deed. [ Tæit Selim. 


Enter Mutes. 
Zara. What have you ſeen? Ha! wherefore ſtare you 
thus [T he Mutes return and look affrighted. 


With haggard eyes? why are your arms.acrols ? 
Your heavy and deſponding heads hung down? 
Why is't you more than ſpeak in theſe ſad figns ? 
Give more ample knowledge of this mourning. ; 
 T hey go 40 the ſcene, which opening, foe 
- perceiues the 8 3 
Ha ! proftrate! bloody! headleſs! O——Pm loft! 
O Oſmyn ! O Alphonſo! Cruel Fate! 
Cruel, cruel, O more than killiag object! 
I came prepar'd to die, and ſee thee die 
Nay, came prepar'd myſelf to give thee death 
But cannot bear to find thee thus, my Oſmyn ——— 
O this accurs'd, this baſe, this treach'rous King 
ö | | Enter Selim. 55 
Selim. I've ſought in vain; for no where can the King 
Be found | 2 | 
Zara. Get thee to hell, and ſeek him there , Staùs hin. 
His helliſh rage had wanted means to act, . 
But for thy fatal and pernicious counſel. 


Sel. 
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Sel. You thought it better then — but I'm rewarded. 
The Mute you ſent, by ſome miſchance was ſeen, 
And forc'd to yield your letter with his life: 
I found the dead and bloody body ſtrĩpꝰd 
My tongue faulters, and my voice fails I fink —— 
Drink not the porfon—for Alphonſo is — [Dies. 
Zara. As thou art now—and I ſhall quickly be. 
Tis not that he is dead; for *twas decreed 
We both ſhould die. Nor is't that I ſurvive ; 
I have a certain remedy for that. 
But oh! he dy'd unknowing in my heart. | 
He knew I lov'd, but knew not to what height: 
Nor that I meant to fall'before his eyes, 
A martyr and a victim to my vows: _ . 
Inſenfible of this laſt proof he's gone; 
© Yet Fate can rob his mortal part alone 
Of ſenſe: his ſoul ſtill fees, and knows each purpoſe; . 
© And fix'd event of my perſiſting faith.” * 
Then wherefore do I pauſe? give me the bowl. > 
lite hneels and gives one of the bowls... 
Hover a moment yet, thou gentle ſpirit, _ 88 
Soul of my love, and I will wait thy flight! | 
This to our mutual blifs, when join'd 1 [ Drinks. 
O friendly draught! already in my heart! 
Cold, cold } my veins are icicles and froſt. 
I'll creep into his boſom, lay me there; 
Cover us cloſe—or I ſhall chill his breaſt, | 
And fright him from my arms—See ! ſee ! he ſides 
Still farther from me! look, he hides his face 
I cannot feel it—quite beyond my reach! | 
O now he's gone, and all is dark Dies. 
Ah Mutes kneel and mourn over her. 
Enter Almeria and Leonora. | 
Alm. O let me ſeek him in this horrid cell! 
For in the tomb, or priſon, I alone 
Muſt hope to find him 
Leon, Heavens! what diſmal ſcene 
Of death is. this! the eunuch Selim flain !* ©- | 
Alm. Shew me! for I am come in ſearch bf Death, 
But want a guide, for tears have dimm'd my ſight. 5 
— 2s. | 
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Leon. Alas, a little farther, and behold 

Zara all pale and dead! two frightful men, 
Who ſeem the murderers, kneel weeping by ; 
Feeling remorſe too late for what they've done. 
But O forbear—lift up your eyes no more, 
But haſte away, fly from this fatal place, 
Where miſeries are multiplied ! return, | 
Return, and look not on, for there's a dagger 
Ready to ſtab the fight, and make your eyes 
Rain blood 

Alm. Ol foreknow, foreſee that object! 

Is it at laſt then ſo! Is he then dead 

© What dead at laſt, quite, quite for ever dead! - 
© There, there, I ſee him! there he lies, the blood a 
Vet bubbling from his wounds—O more than ſav age! 1 
Had they or hearts or eyes that did this deed ! - 

Could eyes endure to guide ſuch cruel hands 

© Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, : 

That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ſtone ?* 

do not weep! the ſprings of tears are dry'd, f 

And of a ſudden I am calm, as if 
All things were well! and 


yet my huſband's murder'd'! * 
Yes, yes, I know to mourn ! Pl Qluice this heart, 
The — of woe, and let the torrent looſe ! 
A Thoſe men have left to weep! they look on me! 
I hope they murder all on whom they look! 
Behold me well! your bloody hands have err'd, 
And wrongfully have ſlain thoſe innocents : 
I am the ſacrifice deſignꝰd to bleed! 
And come prepar'd to yield my throat !—_— they ſhake 
Their heads in fign of grief and innocence ! 

| [T hoy point at the bowl on the . 
And point! what mean they! Hal a cup! O we | 
I underftand what medicine has been here. 
O noble thirſt ! 2 to drink all 


* 


Oh for another ght of death !——* what mean they! 


\ 17 of point at the other cup. 
Ha! point again l' *tis there, and full, I hope 

Thanks to the lib'ral hand that fill'd thee thus ! 
ll drink my glad acknowledgement 


Leon, 
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Leon, O hold 
For Mercy's ſake! upon my knee I beg 

Alm. With thee the = World ſhould beg 1a vain. 
Seeſt thou not there] behold who proſtrate lies, 
And pleads againſt thee ! who ſhall then prevail ? 
Yet I will take a cold and parting leave 
From his pale lips ; Pl kiſs him ere I drink, 
Left the rank juice ſhould bliſter on my mouth, 
And ſtain the colour of my laſt adieu. 
Horror! a headleſs rank! nor lips nor face, 

[ Coming near the body, ftarts and lets fall the cup. 
But ſpouting veins, and mangled fleſh! Oh! oh! 
Enter Alphonſo, Heli, Perez, ait Garcia Priſaner, Guards, 
and Attendants. 

Alph. Away, ſtand of ! where is ſhe ! let me fly, 
Save her from death, and ſnatch her to my heart ! 
Alm. Oh! 
4lph. Forbear | my ats alone mall hold her - 
Warm her to life, and wake her into gladpeſs! . 
O let me talk to thy reviving ſenſe 
The words of joy and peace; warm thy cold beauties | 
© With the new fluſhing ardour of my cheek ; | 
© Into thy lips pour the fot trickling balm | | 
Of cor ial Agde, and re- inſpire thy boſom i wy 
© With the breath of love, Shine, awake, Almeria !* 
Give a new birth to thy long-ſhaded eyes, 
Then double on the da 4 reflected light. 
An. Ne 1! Heay'n! what does this dream 

inten 

Ab. O may'ft thou never dream of leſs delight, 
Nor ever — to leſs ſubſtantial 

Alu. Given me again from = ! Oall ye de 
Confirm this miracle! can I believe 
My fight © again my fight? and ſhall I truſt 
© That ſenſe, which, in one inſtant, ſhews him dead 
And living?“ yes, I will! I have been abus'd 
With apparitions and affrighting phantoms : 
This is my lord, my life, my only huſband! 
I have him now, and we no more will part ! 
My father too ſhall have compaſſion 


Aub. 
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Aipþh. O my heart's comfort! 'tis not given to this 
Frail life, to be intirely bleſs'd. E'en now, 
In this extremeſt joy my ſoul can taſte, 
Yet I am daſh'd to think that thou muſt weep ; 
Thy father fell, where he deſign'd my death. 
Gonſalez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring, have with their laſt breath confeſs'd 
The juſt decrees of Heav'n, which on themſelves 
Has turn'd their own moſt bloody purpoſes. 
Nay, I mutt grant, *tis fit you ſhould be thus 


[ She weeps, 
* Let 'em remove the body from her fight.” 

Ill-fated Zaral Ha! a cup! alas! ” 
Thy error then is plain ! but I were flint 
Not to o'erflow in tribute to thy memory. 
O Garcia! a 
Whoſe virtue has renounc'd thy father's crimes, 
Seeſt thou how juſt the hand of Heaven has been ! 
Let us, who through our innocence ſurvive, | 
Still in the paths of Honour perſevere, 
And not from paſt or. preſent ills deſpair : 
For bleſſings ever wait on virtuous deeds ; 
And though a late, a.ſure_ reward ſucceeds. 


, 
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- & HE Tragedy thus done, I am, you know, 
No more a Princeſs, but in Statu quo; 

And now as unconcern'd this mourning wear, 

As if indeed a widow, or an heir. 

Tus leiſure, now, to mark your ſev” ral faces, 

And know each critic by his ſour grimaces. 

To poiſon plays, I fee ſame where they fit, 

Scatter d, like Ratſbane, up and down the Pit; 

While others watch, like pari ſearchers Bir d, 

To tell of what diſeaſe is Play expir d. 

O with what joy they run to Bread the news 

Of a dam d Poet, and departed Muſe ! 

But if be ſcap ape, with what regret they . 

And how they're diſappointed, when tbey re pleas'd ! 

Critics to —4 for the ſame end reſort, 

T hat ſurgeons wwait- on trials in a court: 

For innocence condemmn'd they ve no reſpec, 

Provided tbey ve a body to diſſect. 

As Suſſex men, that dwell upon the ſhore, 

Look out when florms ariſe, and billows roar, 

Dewvoutly praying, with uplifted hands, 

T hat ſome 3 ſhip may 2 bell, the ſands; 

To whoſe rich cargo they may make pretence, 

And fatten on the ſpoils of Providence : 

So Critics throng to ſes a new Play ſplit, 

And thrive and proſper on the wrecks of wit. 

Small hope our Poet from theſe proſpets draws ; 

And therefore to the Fair commends his cauſe. 

Your tender hearts to mercy are inclin'd, 

With whom, he hopes, this play will favour find, 

Which was an ring to the ſex defign'd.. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HERE is perhaps no Play in the 
Englfb drama, which has receiv- 
4 ſo many alterations as Mr. LRR's 
Tragedy of The Rival Queens, or Alex- 
ander the Great. We have hitherto 
paid particular attention to notice every 
omiſſion, as well as every addition or 
variation, made at the Theatres, in 
order to ꝓreſent our readers as well with 
the genuine words of our Authors, as 
with the new improvements. 


In The Rival Queens ſo many are the 
alterations, that we found it impracti- 
cable to purſue our general plan, with- 

A 2 4. 008 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


not running the greateſt hazard of 


* © 4 wat Ta 122857 hy * 
throwing the. whole into epnfuſion: 
; 1 * 4 | , N — 


we had therefore two objects before 
us, of which we could chooſe but one: 


either to print as the Author wrote, or 
according to the lateſt improvements, 
which are allomed to7 hays made this 
Tragedy exceedingly more valuable. 


The original Play may at any time 
be purchaſed at a ſmall. price, which 
is not the caſe with the madern'one. 
We have therefore choſen to give the 
whole as it is now repreſented at the 
Theatres, not doubting but we ſhall 

ſtand excuſed for this ſingle deviation 
from our general plan, ſince Wwe have 
thereby been enabled, in this inſtance, 
to make a valuable addition to the 


ENGLISH THEATRE. . 


1 2 1 . 


SS 


N. 
er 
Mr. LEE, on his Alexander, 


HE blaſt of common cenfure cou'd I fear, 
Before your play my name ſhou'd not appear; 
For 'twill be t ought, and with ſome colour too, 
I pay the bribe I fr receiv'd from you 
That mutual vouchers for our fame we ſtand, 
To play the game into each other's hand; 
And as cheap pen'orths to ourſelves afford, 
As Bea, and the brothers of the ſword. 
Such libels private men may well endure, 
When ftates and kings themſelves are not ſecure: 
For ill men, | conſcious of their inward guilt, 
Think the beſt actions on by-ends are built. 
And yet my filence had not ſcap'd their ſpite, 
Then envy had not ſuffer'd me to write; | 
For, ſince I cou'd not ignorance pretend, 
Such merit I muſt envy or commend. 
So many candidates there ſtand for wit, 
A place in court is ſcarce ſo hard to get; 
In vain they croud each other at the door, 
For ev'n reverſions are all begg'd before: 
Deſert, how known fſoe'er, is long delay'd; 
Aud then, too, fools and knaves are better pay'd. 
Yet, as ſome actions bear ſo great a name, 
That courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame ; 
So has the mighty merit of your play 
Extorted Gs. and forc'd itſelf a way. 
*T1s here, as tis at ſea ; who fartheſt goes, 
Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his foes ; 
| A 3 Yet 


19 


vet when ſome virtue much —_— the reſt, 
It ſhoots too faſt, and 4 8 be 8 


As his heroic worth — 
Who took the Dutchman; 2 whe cur the boom: 

Such praiſe is yours, while you the paſſions move, 
That tis no longer feign'd ; tis real love, 

Where Nature triumphs over wretched Art; 

We only warm the head, but you the heart. | 
Always you warm : and if the riſing year, 
As in hot regions, bring the ſun too near, 
Tis but to make your tragrant ſpices blow, 

Which 1n our cooler climates will not grow : 

They only think you animate your theme 
With too much fire, who are themſelves all phlegm : 
Prizes wou'd be for lags of ſloweſt 

Were cripples made the judges of * race. 
Deſpiſe thoſe drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 
The too Ne eee 


That humble ſtile which they their virtue make 
Is in your pow's ; n and e. 
Your beauteous images muſt be allow 7. 


By all, r 
But how ſhou'd any fign-poſt dauber know 
The worth of Titian, or of Auges? 
Hard features every bungler can command ; 
To draw true heauty ſhews * s hand. 


- 


TOHN DRYDEN. 


PROLOGUE, 


Pf bedded onde. Agar gue 1-1, tn, 1Þ 
Who vorites to all cuben yet ſo few can judge 
Wit, like Religion, once divine <vas thatght, - 
And the dull crowd believ'd as e taught 5; 
Now each fanatich fool preſumes t explain 
The text, and does the ſacred writ profenc : 
For, while your wits each other's fall purſue, 
The fops uſurp the power belongs to you. 
Yau. think y are ebulleng d in each New Play-bill,, 
And bere you come for trial of your illi; 
Where, fencer lila, you one another burt, 
While with your wvounds Tones 
Others aware tes endl brutal will . 
To murder a poor play, bus: wwant the ill. 
They love to fight, but ſeldom have the wit 
To ſpy the place where they may thruſt and bit x, 
And therefore,. like ſome bully of the town, 
Neer fland to draw, bit knock the poet down. 
With theſe, like hogs in gardens, it ſucceeds, © 
They root up all, and kttow not flow'rs from iZ. 
As for you, ſparks, that bither come each day, 


Rebearſe yaur uſual ' folligs to the git, 
And with Lud nonſenſe drown the Stage : writ 5 
Talk of your charts, your left debaucher tell, 
Hind witty bargains mu each other. ſell ; 

Glhout on the filly He, who, for your ſake, 

Can vanity and noiſe for love miſtake ; — 
Till the coguette ſung in the next lampoon 

Is by ber jealus frieads ſent out of town, 

Fer, in this dgelling, intriguing age, 

Yoo bay oe axle the war you Wages. 
Fe're flil: preventel{ c er you come ingaꝑe. 
But tis not to ſuch trifling fees as you, 

The mighty Alexander deigns to ſue ; 

Te Pe. ſians of the pit he does deſpiſe, - 
But to ths man off fenſe for aid be fen; 
On their experienc'd arms he now 
Nor fears be odds, if they but prove his friends : 
For as be once a little handful choſe, 

The numerous armies of the world N eppoſe, 
So, back'd by you, who underflard the rules, 
He hopes to rout the.mighty. * 2 Jools. 


To af? your own, and not to mind our play, 38 
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RIVAL gUEENS; 
OR 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


— iir. 
9D oh FA 
SCENE The Gardent of Semiramis. 


Taro Hepheſtion and Lyſimachus febring. 
' Clytus Farting them. 
Cher. W HAT are you madmen ? this a time for 


quarrel? 
by the Gods that form'd me, 


. 


I 
He w o refuſes: makes a foe of Chrus. dy 
LJ. J have his ſword. 
Clyt. But muſt not have = life. 
177 Muſt not ! old Chris 


Pat 


Chez. Hair- RR — ou muſt not. ö 

Heph. Lend me thy 7, po thou father of the wars. 

Thou far-fam'd guard of Alexander's life: 

Curſe on this weak-unexecuting arm. 

Lend it. old Ct, to redeem my fame; 
Lyfamachus 1 is brave, and elſe will ſcorn me. 

. 2 thy ſword; and, fince thou'rt bent: 
ü on 
Know, tis thy glory chat thou d "| 3 "IIS. 

Che. Stay thee, Lyfimachus ; Hepbeftion ore 
I bar you both; my body interpos'd. 
Now let me for which =: ou dares to ftrike. - 
By Jove you've ſtirr'd the Aw that raſh arm. 
A. 5. ä mar 
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That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods 

And our king, whoſe deputy I ſtand. 

, Some rer time — terminate our quarrel. 
Hepb. * cure che bleeding wounds my honour 
| ars. 


Che. Some prop'rer time? tis falſe no hour i is 


No time hoald f ſee a beave man do ariſe. - 
Say, what's the noble cauſe of all this modncſs > - | 
What vaſt ambition blows the dangerous fire ? 
Why a vain, — 2. 2 , coz 'ning woman. 
By all my triumphs! of youth, 
When towns — Ack and beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my blood boi d, and naturework'd me high, 
e ein to ſuch ſhame; 
I knew em, ant defgin's their colurels ants... | 
The whole ſex is not worth a ſoldier's thought. 
Lyf.. Our cause of quarzel. may to thee ſeem light; 
But know, a leſs has ſet the world in arms. 
Che. Ves, Trey they tell us by a woman fell; 
on the: ſex, they ate the bane off virtue! 
Death ! I'd rather this right arm were loſt, 
Than that the king ſhould hear of your improde co 
What! on a dayahus ſat apart for np] 
Ly. We were indeed to blame. 
Clhy:. The memorable day! 10 46 
When our hot maſter, whoſe impatient ſoul 
2m . 1 
o fpread conqueſts, diffuſe his glory; 
Now bids the for a while be lent, 
And plays with monarchs, whom he.us'd to drive ; 
Shall we by broils awake ham into rage, | 
And rouze the hon, that has ess d to-roar : 


% Chis thous right-—put y d word Hep 


Had paſſion — light of reaſon,” | 
1 8 ſeen. . 

| n id af? 

| 2 we hes ages — vp 
* Recauſe unman' d; 


e 


| << WY 
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Becauſe ye follow Mexander's ſteps. | | 

Heav'n wy Tr ů ů fan, 

And ruin all that's great and: godlike in it. 

Talk be my bane; ye the od man ml talk > 

Not ſo he lov'd when bod. — 

And join'd in 

Whom from his CR — with gems, 

He hurl'd to earth; And east d the 3 im r 
that feat; 


He knew no Oupids then. 
e knew Oe Nove mark the change r 

nd, w ts each handis thus employ'd in beauty | 
Where has 8 of | 


Tf — 
Chr. Well faid minion -I indeed 
To whom Lipoke-—bur$ comes. r. 
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol 


That claims your homage—Pll attend the king: 
| Exit 
Emer Syſigumbis, — and Parifatis. 
Sy. Why will vou wound me — — 


And urge grant ?. 
You know, my child, tis Ames will x = 


Here, be Gemende you — 
To diſobey him might enflame his wrath, 
And plunge our houſe in ruins yet unknown. "6 
Par. To ſooth this 1 
Is there no victim, none but Nuria? | 
Muſt I be doom d to wretebedneſb and we, | 
That others may enjoy the conqu'rar”s ſatiles ?. 
Oh! if you ever lov'd my royal father N 
And — you did, — tears proclaim it — 
If ſtill his name be dear, have pity on me! 
He would not thus have forc'd me to deſpair 3. 
Indeed he would not. Had Lbeg'd him thus, 
He would have heard me, r ; 
Sy. When — 4" @ when Gods: 
For fixty rolling years, m has flood * 
The dead unmou d: 


a . 


L thought 


Who 


Can never merit 3 therefore in. my. favour. 


Therefore, I 


Vour glorious king, his mi 
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1 thonght* em your decrees, and therefore yielded. 
But thas laſt trial, as it — from folly, 
Exceeds my ſuff rance, and I muſt complain. 


Ly/. Weben gambis mourns, no — woe 
Can be the —.— tis miſery indeed. 


Yet pardon; m queen, a wretched prince 
Who thus preſumes to 2 | 
Beyond my u IT the world [Enee/iny. J1 yore: / 
Fair Pari/atiz-Hear-me, I conjure you. 
As you have authoriz'd Hep heftron's vows;. 
Reject not mine—grant me but equal leave 
To ſerve the „, and let love decide. 
Heph. A bleſſing like: the beauteous Pari/atis 


of ſervice, and the world's wide empire, 
Wich all the blood that circles in our veins, 


I beg'd the king to i his-mt'reſt ;- 


d your. majeſty?s aſſiſtance; 
Your word is paſt, and all my hopes reſt on't. 


Ly/. rn far loved fen 


Which ſeeks the happineſs of her we love, 
Beyond th' enjoyment-of our: own-.defires, 
Nor kings tor parents here have ought to do. 
Love owas no influence; and diſdains controul; 
Let *em ſtand neuter tis all I ax. 
Heph. Such arrogance did Alexander woo, 
Would loſe him all the conqueſts he has won. 
Ly/. To talk of conqueſts well becomes the man + 
Whole life and ſword are but his rival's gift. 


S/. It grieves me, brave imac bus, to find 
My power fall ſhort of my deſires to ſerve you; 
Yow-know -Hepheftion. firſt declar'd his love, 
And ' tis as true, I promis'd ham my aid. 
ighty advocate, 
Became himſeif an humble luppliant for him. 
Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your paſſion: 
A conqueſt worthy of a ſoul like thine. 

Ly/. Forget her! madam : ſooner ſhall the ſun 
1 5 to 2 and tumble from his ſphere. 


Farewel,. 


* 


He may perha 


How now, dear Theſſalus, what packet's that? 


Which nothing but the tyrant's death can . f 


* 5 _ r — i 
— 
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Farewel, queen—my honour now demands 
That Alexander ſhould himſelf explain 8 
The wond'rous merit which exalts his fav'rite, 

And caſts Lyfmachus at ſuch a diſtance. 
| Exit Lyſimachus. 
Sy. In this ibn penn of ungovern d 282 ; 
Too far I fear he will incenſe the king...” 1 * 
E Alexander yet, my lord, arrivd ? f 
Heph. Madam, IL know not, but Cofſender comes, 
inform us. 
/ would ſhun him. 
Something there is, L know not why, hes fiocks me, 
EY my er 1 at, when I ſee him. 


1 
* Caffander. 
Caf. The face of day-now-blaſkes Gaulet deep : k 
Now blackens into night. The low'ring ſun, 
As if the dreadful bufineſs he foreknew, V3 


Drives heavily his ſable chariot on. 
How fierce it lightens | how it thunders round et 


All nature ſeems alarm'd for Alexander. 


Why be it ſo. Her-pangs proclaim my triumph. | 
My ſoul's firſt wiſhes are to ſtartle fate, 
And ſtrike amazement thro' the hoſt. of. Heav'n, | 
A mad Chaldean with a flaming toren, 
Came to my bed laſt. night, and bellowing er r me. 
Well had it been, he cry'd, for Ballen, 
If curſt Cafſander never had been born. 
"Enter Theſialus with: a packets 


Ti 


The/. From Macedon; a truſty ſlave juſt = it. 
Your father chides us for our cold delay; 1 


He ſays Craterus, by the king's appointment, 
Comes, in his room; to Macedom, 


1 


Therefore he bids us boldly ftrike,:: iP 
Or quit our purpoſe, and confels ur-fears... e 
Caſ. Is not his fate reſol vd? this night he dies s: 

And thus my father but foreſtalls my — : 
How am I flow then? if L rode on thunder, . 
2 ura 
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das the light'ning, it wovld aſk ſome moments,. 


wing, 
Ere | could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 


The/. Mark where the hau hty Polyperchox comes 4 
nn new affront by — 


Swells in his heart, and ſtings — madneſs. 
Caſ. Now, now's: our time; e mut, he ſhall be 
r 
His haugh foul will kindle at his — 
Blaze xxl rr and glory in . 
Enter Po 
Pay. Still as I paſs, fre „ 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter — ovary 
Poor ſoul-leſs reptiles their revenge 
In idle threats. The fortitude of 4 
Their province is to talk}. tis mine to act, 
e e ee 
e d a man whole a is vengeance. 
Caf. All nations bo their heads wich ſervile bond- 
age, 
Ae ee 2 1 
The name, the ſhout, the dlaſt from every mouth 
Is Alexander ! Mecxander ſtuns 
The Iiſt' ning ear, and downs the Wine Heaven. 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouching fpaniels ;: 
And if this hunter of the barbarous world, | 
f — rank 
With uni 
. or echo him, 2 | 
aſſander, wo m diſdains thought 
4 flaves 5 ed Greeks 
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown. 
When Pot; can deſcend ſo low, 
Falſe to that honour, which thro?. elle eg death. 
I fall have courted, where the fight was flerceſt, 
Be ſcorn my portion, infamy my lot. 
T he/. The king 2 — thoufandrorrares, 
Ply me wick fire rack me like Philatas;” | 
Ere-1 ſhall kap to Wdolize his pride. | 
Caf. Not Are „ had he rais'd all bell, 
| Cou'd maze have hock d my foul, than — 
Y 
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By the bare mention of, Philotgs' murder. 

O / Pobperchon.! ! how ſhall I deſcribe it! 

Did nor Joes eyes rain blood to. ſee the hero ? 

Did not irits burſt with {mother'd (thin 
To ſee thy — N warrior tortuf d? 

Yet, without groaning, or à tear, endure 

The torments of the fy: yy OE 


We ſaw him bruis'd, we am his bones laid hare ; 


His veins wide lanc” ring fleſh | 
With fiery pincers from 5 bo — 5 "I 


Till all beheld where the great l les ae; 

| Poly. Vet all like fatues aeod lea lifeleſs 

As 1 . ht bad froze us into marhle. 

Wh collected rage, we ſhould have on 

To in = vengeance on the ruthleſs cauſe, 

And plung'd a thouſand daggers in his heart. 
2 3 rn when the bowl had gone 

The giddy 2 wine a ſpirits; 


Till 1 — 49 0f 9 
Pol. Thus . 1 
bim. 


— — — — 


16 THE RIVAL QUEENS; OR. 


Ev*n Syfg ambis wept, while the wrong'd- queen 


Remember, he's a man, his fleſh as penetrable 
As any girl's, and wounded too as ſoon ; 

'To give him death no thunders are requir'd. 
Struck by a ſtone young Japiter has fall'n, 

A ſword has pierc*d him, and the blood has follow'd ; 


_ Nay, we have ſeen an hundred common ailments 


Bring this immortal to the gates of death. 

Pol. O let us not dels To glorious buſineſs! _ 
Our wrongs are great, — i calls for vengeance. 
Are your Kone firm? 

Theſ. As Heav'n or hell can make em. 

Pol. Take then my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 
Rip up my breaſt, and lay my heart upon it. 

Caf. wa thus we join our hands ane hearts to- 

ther, 
Remembif Mmaktin and be huſh'd. if > 

Pol. Huſh'd as the eve before an 3 = 
Or baleful planets when they ſhed their poiſons. | 

Caſ. This day exultin ng 2 receĩves 
The mighty robber with him comes Roxana, 


Fierce key fair! On his return from India, 


Artful ſhe met him in the height of triumph, 

And by a thouſand wiles at Sa kept him, 

In all the luxury of eaſtern revels. 
Pol. How bore Statira his revolted love? 

For, if J err not, eber the king eſpous'd her, 

She made him promiſe to renounce Roxana. | 
T heſ. No words can paint the anguiſh-it occaſion'd ; - 


Struck to the heart, fell lifeleſs on the ground. 
Caſ. When the firſt tumult of her grief was lad, 

I ſought to fire her into wild revenge; 

And to that end, with all the art I could, - 

Deſcribid his paſſion for the bright Roxane. 

But tho? I could not to wilt inflame Ber, 

Thus far at leaſt her jealouſy will help; * 1 A 

She H give him troubles that perhaps may end himz 

And ſet the eourt in univerſal uproar. 

But ſee ſhe comes. Our plats begin to ripen. 

* change the vizor, every one diſperſe, 


And | 
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And, , with.a face of der, meet . 


Enter Syſig bn. See and Pariſatis. 
Sta. O fend draught of poiſon, | £3 
Swell heart, b Peel thou, . * 
thing 


Now, by the ed tae, [lt ot be hed; 
Pray give me leave to . o Ae 3 
Sy; Unhappy. Parzſatis «. + 29) 
Is there no reverenee to my ns * T 
Truſt me, Statira, had thy father ur d, 
Darius wou'd have heard me. 9 at wy 
Sta. O he's falſe. 
This glorious man, this wonder of the 2 
Is to his love, and ev'ry god foreſworn 
O 1 have heard him breathe ſuch ardent . Fi 
Out-weep the morning with his dewy/eyes, . 
And figh and ſwear the lining ſtars away. 
S/. Believe not rumour, tis im 1250 
Thy Alexander is renown'd for tru „ AS 5 
Above deceit— . ; bo vr w1k - 
Sta. Away, and let me die, | 
'Twas but my fondneſs, twas my eaſ nature 
Wou'd have excus'd him but away Le 
Are not his falſehoods, and Statira s wrong, 
A ſubject canvaſs d in the mouth of millions 2 
The babbling world can talk of nothing elſe. 
| Why, Alexander, why would'f thou deceive. At 
Have I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art 
Have I not kiſs d thy wounds with dyin Py 
Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound em with my hair 
Whole nights I've ſat and watch'd thee as à child, 
Lull'd thy fierce pains, and ſung thee-to repoſe. 
Par. If may-ean thas ragounre the falewa ter | 
Of ſacred love, fidelity and truth, 
Who wou'd regard his vows? | 
Sta. Regard his vows, the monſter, traitor ! FY 
I will forſake the haunts of men, converſe 
No more with aught that's human ; dwell with dark- 
. . For 


2 —— 7 


b 


neſs ; 14 


„ dn Mad Guns; v. 


oor fince the fight of him is now ehweltome, - 244 
What has the world to give Sean Joy ? 

Yet I muſt tell thee, perjur'd. us he , 120 

Noe the ſofe ſniaes ke peut pending: | 


The fra 

Are half ſo 2 . bead: 
Then l how he will talk! 
He fpeaks the kinde , and looks fuck 
Vows with ſuch paſſion, and ſwears with ſuck a grace, : 
That it is heavi to'be'dataded by bim. 

S. Her ſorrows 'muſthave way. Atas my child! 

Sta. Roxana then enjoys my purjur*d love; 
8 claſps my monarch 9 2 Ay 

oats on n'ror, lord, 
Oh ' tis bs TA Hearn I — bear ie 
2 rie E 

ear me, 7. ev y 

Sy/. Take wt. dee weigh it well, 9 
Ere deſperate love enforces you to fivear. - 

Sea. O fear not that, om dy, 7 
And in the ace here of 
Renounce all converſe with'y 
Farewel ye cozeners of fex? * 
An@ then the full of the Faithleſs kind, 
Farewel far ever! ſtrowel ! farewel!- 7 
0 If I but ee di dib bonne wil den. . 

How con dee, cruel, wrong a hextt nne nine 
Thus fond, "thus doting; eva tomadnefs,” on-thee F 


12 — op 11 edi 1 . 
This s 8 NN 


15 * 1 2 * C40 


All hearts wilt che vide paſs, 


A jor e 


All but the SE 
— bf ame 
e 5 1 65 6 
Noe from this fad hour, never to fe. 


Nor 


'- Caf. Cas d in the ves 
The ſpwit of his father 
In all the majeſty 


The awful fpedre fix*d his eyes upon 
Way*d his pale hand—and.. threatfut hook 
ind from my view. 


Groan'd qut, ſorbear, aud van 
A fear tilt then unknown 


earth 


ts the court; © 
of fotemn @rrow.” © 


foul. 


* 
<I> add — 24 0 — 
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Laid all the:tortures of.the damn'd before me, 
My ſoul, unſhaken in her firm reſol veg. 
Wou'd brave Bu tortures, and purſue the 2 L 
Caſ. Yes, P pere bon, he this night ſhall die; 
Our plots, 1 in he 0 of ies, jp eg 5 
Sueceſs attends us. Oh; it joys my ſoul! 
To deal deſtruction like the hand of Hen. 
Felt while unſen. 8 
Pol. Ay there's the thing, Caen. s h a 
Fear and diſtraction thro” —4 re ENS 
The Perſan: all diſſatisſed appear; & . 1 2 
Loudly they murmur at $:atira's wrongs, . 
Anf Cevely cenſure Alexander's. falſchood. on 
Caf. I know he loves Statira more than lite 5 a6 
And when he hears the ſolemn vow ſhe made, 
The oath that bars her from his fight ſor ever, 
Remorſe and horror will at once invade him, 
Rend his wreck'd ſoul, and ruth him into madneſs. 
1 Pol. Of that anon—the court beg begins to = 5 
rom ev 'ry province 0 WI — 8 
Ambaſſadors in Bebylex:are metz 
As if mankind had previouſly agreed . Hh 
To compliment the-tyrant's — arbe, ER. 
And hold a ſolemn. ſynod of the world, 
| Whare allows Bhs a od ſhould diQate. 
_ Caf. We muſt . or mingle with che cond, 5 
Adore this god till occaſion, calls, 
To make him what þ > wou'd. be thought——immortal. 


th 2 ble 43 +4 +; er 
of warlike mufic, - 
"= Ce and . in his. Robes. - 


Ari. Haſte, reverend Clytus, haſte and flop the Ty 
Che. Already is he enter' d, and the throng ._ -- 

a that ſurround him is ren, 

They keep at diſtance all that would a pproach, _ - 
- drif Were he encucled by the 2 themſelves, - 

I muſt be heard, for death awaits his ſtay. 
Ct. Place yourſelf here then, for behold he comes. 


Enter Alexander in a triumphal car, \drawon by' black 
Laer. Trophies and wwarlike enfigns in . 
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hefore him.' Clytus, Hepheſtion, Lyſimachus, 
Ann can, Garde, ang cena, we; 


erat 20t) N 5? Na. 
See the congu-ring bers eames, eee 


Sound the trumpets beat the. drums ;. EM * 
Sports Prepares, e laurel bring g.. . N * - 7 17 
Sports of triumph 4 him fing. 


See the godlike youth advaiies,” no 01 4 
Breath the lle, "ard lead the daice ens, 

Myrile aureatht, a vo/er Habib, Aan 2700 alder 
7 Kerk the hero's bro Ain. Ko Hod . 


Heph. "Had, ſon of Jo jove l great Mlexainder Katt! 1 5 
Alex. Riſe all j and thou my ſecond ſelf, my . 
O my Hepbeſtiom le thor from the earth! 
Come to my arms, and hide thee in my heart; 
Nearer, yet nearer, elſe thou low ſt me not. I 
Hepb. Not love my king! bear, LA * ye 


And let —— nail me to the centre... 5 
If ſacred; friendſtip ever burn d 8 Fe: or 
Immortal wy oy alone admit I 
A flame more pure, more permanent chan mi ' 
Alex. Thou dearer to me chan my groves For taure, 
I know. thou lov*ſt thy Alexander more 3 
Than C/ lytus does the 8. 
2 1206 87 M da 
I ſee that death awaits me-vyet E on. 
Dread fir, I æaſt me at your royal ſeet. eget 
Alex. Riſe Lyfimachus ;- thy yeins and mine, 
From the ns crak have a wy . a 
* that Chitus— * . 
he. ' Your old faithful ſoldier: 80 
Alex. Clytus, thy nd e double vnd. me- 
thinks Os 
- ſtand tremendens as the Ly * ed... , 
Who, while his prieſts and # quaff*d ſacred blood, 
Acknowledg'd me his ſon. Myl ht'ning thou, 
And thou my mighty thunder. ve ſeen 
Thy glitt'ring ſword out-fly ealeia fire; 
And when I've cry'd, begone and execute, 


* 1 4 


I've 
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I've ſeen him ren fwiſter than ſtarting kinds, © 
Nor bent the tender grafs beneath his Net. 
D oo When fame invites, and Alexander + 
Dr I Fa rs, 
an 
Who Karl from either, when the kiig erie on. 
_ Alex. O Chun! O My noble veteran! ©  - 
"Twas, I remember, when I paſs'd the Granicut, 
Thy arm prefſery'd-me: from unequal force. 
When 2 and the bold R, 
Fell both upon me, with two mighty blows, + 
And cloye my temper'd helmet quite aſunder, 
Then, Hke'a God, few Chyras to my aid, 
Thy thunder ſtruek Rbe/Hces ro the ground, 
And turn'd with | 
Cht. To your 
And. ſure nev Ia 
" les. HeaVr they never did; Micy tivver . 
And I am prouder to have paſsd 9 * 
Than to have drbve a million oer the 
8 none remember! Yes, I know all 
hen glory, like the dazzling eagle, food 
Perot on my beiver in the Cranet flood; 
When — ferPwiy Aandard trembling hors, - 
And the pale fates d frighted: on the ww ; 
When each mind on the —＋ von” 


* 
7 


17 


i ** 


Alex. CC whey 1 AT 
And wh char wild diflruBtion on thy brow ? ® 
Ai. This morn, king, 1 view'd the angry ſky, 
And, frighted at the direful Prodigies, » 47 


To Os os os oh : oo , 
ut as pray” 'echoing nd, 
And ſftrieks as of the damn'd thathow! for fin. 


Shock'd at the omen, while amaz d I lay, 


In proſtrate R Weng 
Thus 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. | 
"Thus, in a voice like thander, the Go 
The glory of i man, * 
The pride of nations, and the boaſt of fame, 
Remorſeneſs fate i B _ 5 
To ſudden und*irrevvcable up 
Alex. If Heaven dt that 54% mul oO 
Can en PET). 
Ever Perdiccas. PAL * 47 44 
Per. O horror! horror ! dreadful and gy 
Alex. How now Perubrrat, whence this raclamittion 2 
Per. As Meleager and myſelf this «+ bo 
Led farth the een Hoffe to exeftiſe, 25 20 Ir 4 
We heard u noiſe as of #'ryſhin . 2 8 
When ſaddenly a flight of f. ehe 2: | 
Like a tick cker obſcur'd ek ts: b 
On ing win from diff rent parts e 
Encount'ring plex gooey battled in che air; * 
Their talons clan d, their mighty Ui! 
And ſhow rsef blood fell coprouy from their wounds. .. 
Alex. fare ink; yay e 5 
And the ſtars wink, 50 n on; oF 
While my Stavira fliines f r Apo 


| Love lifes his woch to Mkr whe: 153 
And her bright eyes n | 
. — i dread fir, be my bumble ti ſuit, 

A prince intreatsit; and, ks win: Ae. 
"oy 


Eier. A ſolcker ats it, that's the Hob! 


Ly/. For all the Ges ſwotd has 
Hambly I beg ah pines Pepin wok ; 
W nn ee if 
y Word, you was on 3 | 
How dare 566 th then—bart *. 67. 4 2008 on't. 
Ly/. At NS th em 5 
Or fetch the gore-dy'd ſtandard from en "1 
When has Hey hgftion flowit with \ 


When did he leave £ behind? | n 3 
Theſe I have dont, for theſe Were in 9 5 
doe, a 15 


But When you charge me to-retfounte 1 


And from my thoughts to baniſh Pari/art: ; 
Obedience there becomes impoſlible, 1 1 


1 


_. _— m. . 
A $6457 


— * 3 
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volts, and my whole, foul rebels. 


34 
+ 
Nature 


o 
— 
- 
* 
= 


Alex. e brave fig lrthen, hear mew and. be 

| debe * ec 45 IZED LOPIG BY. ' 
When b y. my. arg 0 Lact 2131 roms 7 
Was ab a 72 45 to. Rye in 4omvents, | 17 


Your 
n Lelpightof ment tf, - 
'Thit W E forgot your elne grows ie 1. 


No, tho' 1 v3 it.-—-Ye, ifagain - 


Tho LA Wi. 7556 me. with another cxinie, C3 x = 
The ba 9555 be doubled pn hee. W. 
e 100 PInern wa, not of Pars/etis; Fs * 


For if thou 0 DR raldanon'! "OX br 
I'll not regard | oh — thou ſhar'ſt, 

But uſe thee as, Mace Ns * 9 1 Mit 3 43 
Ly. 1 1 you par 2 i 
Vet 51 5 


Whik 1 hive 


IN 24 2 55 af" 
[i traitor, was it ſo: 
t hafty homours 1 ... A a 
r Wien o113-þ1 


lore ins, er: H“ | 


17 flaye,, whom I 
DE bloady threats... / pi 25 


hr. Fe dre fr the frantic warmth of e ; 
Then nee tg de it in Bie eyes, 110; ente 
| Wor, ie a thouſa ai ee his prince, | 
And jutity bis loyalty PO © ee 


Ly/. I meant his, 93 . ou my arm. 
Love claims his igel, nor ſhall he live to 4riningh 
In that dellruction thatawaits his rival. 727 

Alex. I. pardon thee, for my old Chind foe... 
But if once more thou mention thy raſh love, = 
Or dar'ſt attempt Hany poo „ 
Pl 07 Pony ied ſtorms of ion on hee, 

Bilota- rack, 2 


Shall e 797 9 „ YT 
Ch. My lord, - the aged queen.) with Poryfaticy 
arrival. W. ö 


Come td congratulate your 0 | 
= Boys. * 038 wi er Enter 


= 
-£ | ' | 
"of = 


- 4 * F 


| AbEXANDER THE GREAT, =; 


Emer 8 mb, and. Pariſatis. 

Alex. O thou, of women, & 7 
Source of my joy, bleſt parent of my love! 

Sy/. In humble duey 19 the Gods and you, 
Permit us, fir, with gratitude to kneel. 
'Thro? you the hauſe of Perfia ſhines, 
In alt che I ng $n8 ral 

Alex. Nr 
But ſtill there wants to crown my happineſs, - 
That treaſure of my foul, my dear Statira; 
Had ſhe but come to meet her A,, 

I had been bleſt inden. 
Chz. Now who ſhall dare 
To tell kim of the queen's vow? -. 

Ale. Flow fares 

My love?=Ha! none anfwer me! all Stent? | 

A ſudden horror, like a bolt of ice, 

Shots to my heart, and nambs the ſeat of life. | 
12 I Wodid clüns it, but my courage fails me. 

Why ſtand you all as you were.rooted here? 

What will none anſwer ? my ſilent! 

If thou haſt ay auy love for Ar; P'S NEE 

I everT oblig'd thee by my care, 

When thro” the field of death my eye has nn 

Reſolve my doubts, and reſcue me from madnefs. 
Hepb. 8 queen has no diſeaſe butgrief, 

Occafion'd by the jealous pangs of love. 

She heard, dread , {for what can Tespe a lover) 

Ther ru, Np Ep we R 

Had to Rexana's charms DD 

A rene SI you once forſwore. 


Dar BE wa by the em, 
And wept und gant with all the force of 

Nor gay TOE yn Th 5 
Than when at Thais ſuit, enraged with wine, 
I fet the fam'd Perepelis on fire. 

b. Your quern 4 , in the rage of grief 


„ 


And 
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And agony of deſp'rate E225 + has ſw warn, . * 

Never to ſee your, majeſty ag ee 
Alex. O! madani, has 1 Said been. 
Never to ſee her Alexander more? 2 
Impoſſible! ſhe cou'd. not, ond not our: or % 
Is the not gentle as, the guileleſs —_— 
Mild as the genial breezes of the {pripg,. " REN % # 
And ſofter than the e ſighs of love? 

Par. With ſorrow, ſir, 1. heard the . yow ; 7 
My mother heard it, and in vain adjur d her, 
By every tender motive, to N 2 \ P 

8 %. But with that fiercene reſents her wrongs, 
Dwells on youf fault, And heightens the offence, ., + 
That I could wiſh your majeſty forget her. 

Alex. Ha! could you wiſh me to forget Statira | 

The ftar, which deiphonns Alexanders 


' 


fe, 
His guide by day, and goddeſs of his "pights! © b 


I feel her now; ſhe beats in every palle, * ow yp 

Throbs at my heart, and circles with my Werd 
Sy/. Have patience, ſon, and truſt to Hear n andy 
me.; 


1 þ 5 7 f WY 


If my authority has any influence; 3 
I will exert it, and ſhe "hat be yours, | 
Ts Haſte, madam, halte, if you — have ths 
* | IS. 
Fly, ere, for every he abjure the Ta Nen 


And fio 157 e ſad proceſſion ; , and x E 
Hang thou about her, waſh her feet_with tears, —_ 
Nay, haſte ; the Breath of Gods, and elgquence _ 
Of angels, go along” with 11 Oh! my heart! 
-[Excunt SY and * 5 
Ly/. Now let your mae » * o feels t pang 
Of diſappointed love, refl don BPH D 
Alex. HA. parks 4a 
Cht. What are you 81 ON this A time to plead? © 
Lf The proper times. he dares ut, #3 5 Wes. 
ti "= "Ra bs 7. 
Left Heav'n, in juſtice,: ſhould av avenge mi 3 
And double ex x ang which he feels Og "Se wo 
Alxe. 1 doll zou ene me © na: to thy padeing f. 714 


r 12.008 


, 
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Death thou ould'ſt have, were it not Sea — | 
But know, to thy confuſion, that my word, 
Like deftiny, admits of no repeal : 
Therefore in chains ſhalt thou behold the Sagas: 
Of my Hepheftion,. Guarda, take him priſoner, - | 

L. Away, ye flaves, I'll not reſign my ſword, 
Till firſt I've drench'd it in my rival's blood. 

Ala. 1 not; take him alive: 
The dignity gs is now concern'd, 
And I will Tee Wt to tame this rebel. 


Che. 2 ſee rage light'ning in his 
ek either h s 
| F I my ſword an again, 

Again I Ano r — his favourite's heart. 
Alex. Hence, from wy Ache, and bear him to a dun- 


n. 
Perdi r 


None ſpe 


ive this lion N „ 


for kim; _ fly.; ſtop his eee 
TVS 1-7 eee 
Chr. This comes of women the reſult of love. 
Kae heated non wich wine, Ideub ©) 
I ſhould be preaching in this faol”s behalf. 033%) 
Alex. Come hither, og and my4riend 2 
Lend me your arms, for J am ſick o th“ faden 
I fear, betwixt Szatrra's. cryel vo], 


ip 
* „ 


TIYJ 


And fond Roxena's arts, of omen king wilkfalls 4A 
Chr. Better the race were deſtroyed} wy 
And Perfia Tunk in e 0h 
Hepb. Look up, my and dera noc thus * 
head, „in L 
As if you purpos'd to ed world, - 
Which you have greatly won. Gy 


2 Wou'd I. not; O L 15 { 
There's no true joy in ſuch ynyeikdly . 


— 
* 


Eternal gazers, n be cradles mal makes 
All find my my hows, bu bſerve my brightneſs. F 
Hang from. a me all, th, and. give me air 

es, F'will ſhake this cupid from any. ſoul 4; + 
PI l ght the feeble God with war's alarms, 


Or drown his pow'r in fields of hoftile blood. 
8 2 Grant 
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| Grant me, Mears, once more in arms to thine, 

And break; like lightning; chr the 3 | 
Thro' fields of death to whit] the rapid car, 
And blaze amidſt thewhunder of the war 5. 

Reſiſtleſs ag the bolt that ends the grove, 


eee Ia. 


2 = 
1 . i = * 3 - 
# f * 
- * * 
4 EP r 4m. 1 | 4 
7 =» * 
"1% * 


SCENE, 4 peat Ns ne a cn 


p — 


Lynchus rife. 1 | Eumencs, N | 
Par TAY , my * 
| .O whither artthou 8 
Unkind I. thou know'ſt my hfe was wrapt in — +. 
Why would'f thou then to worſe than 1 
Dy. Om thou live in joys without allay ! 
Grant it, ye Gods | s'better fo 'wairs thee ; | 1 
Live and enjoy it—tis my dying with. n 
While to the grave the lo# Lfornibat + 4b Lidge 
Alone retires, Td dis Bs Seed lia, am 
Par. Even in that will 1 | 
Ves, cruel man! not death itſelf ſhalt part Part us; : 
A mother's pow'r; «RRSry RF wing tears, |, r 
With all the fury of a frown, ak $6.4. 
Shall not compel me to outlive thy loſs. > 
 Lyf. Were 1 
This wond'rous waſis of unexampled le, 
I never could repay.—O Parifatzs? 
Thy charms might fire a . 
How muſt they att then om & foul like mine? 
Defenceleſs and unarm'd, I fight for thee, 
And may, perhaps, compel th aftoniſh'd — 
And fore the king wo own fe e 


A 


* 


« * „ 


4 
. 


* 
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— take the rinceſs to thy ch 
* Dare erer, 1 


SCENE, the Palace. 


5 
, 
* 
* 


S — 

Try made u Lays ob : 

And rinmplote „ * 
Ca/. O Srinceſs? had you (ren his wild defpais 1 

Had you beheld. him when he heard her vow, 


5 „era Nur gan agonies he felt: 
He fainted thrice, and life ſeem*d fled for ever; 


And when by our afliduags care recalld,  - 
He ſnatch'd his fword, and aim'd it at his breaſt, 
. 
Fe t it, ove, ve me 
Of veng G. JL ere thing 
, while „ 


. , 


paves meek oa ges. 
This wild rg rage . diſappoint your 
Nivea abend room 3 


No—lI approve, thn and will aid == 
But, princes, let us chuſe the ſafeſt courſe, 


Or we may gi . . 


Rox. EY Calendars. nothing 
Roxana daoms him, and her. voice is fate. 
My Ti om ee e e empire 3 
In early 16n-age I was un d to reign 
| Among my „ 1 deſpis 4. 
B 2 The 


* 
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The trifling arts, and little wiles of women, 
And taught em, with an Amazonian ſpirit, 

To win the ſteed; to chaſe the foaming boar, 
And conquer man, the lawleſs charter'd ſavage. 
Caſ. Her words, her every motion fires me 
Rox. But when I heard of Alexander i fame, 
How with a handful he had vanquiſh'd millions, 
Spoil'd all the eaſt, and captive held our queens ; -, 

While, like a god, unconquer'd by their charms, , 
With heav'nly pity he aſſwag'd their woes, 
Dry'd up their tears, and ſooth'd em into peace; 
I hung attentive on my father's lips, * 
And wiſh'd. him tell the wond'rous tale again. 
No longer pleaſing were my former ſports ; 
Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd. 
Involuntary ſighs heav'd in my breaſt, 
And glowing bluſhes crimſon'd on my cheek ; 
Ev'n in my flumbers I have 6ften mourn'd, 
In r and murmur d babe, - 
Caf. Curſe on his name—ſhe dotes upon him ſtill. 
Kox. Ar length this eonqueror to Zogdia came, 
And, cover'd o'er with laurels, ' form” Ache city: | 
But, O Cafander / where ſhall I find words 
To paint the extatic tranſ; of my foul! 
When, midf a circle' of unrival'd beauties, | 
1 ſaw myſelf diſtinguiſh'd by the hero. 
With artleſs rapture I receis'd his vows, * © 
The warmeſt ſure that ever lover breath'd, 
Of fervent love, and everlaſting truth/ _ 5 
Caſ. And need you then be told, thoſe times are paſ a 8 
Statira now engroſſes all his thoughts : | _ 5 
The Perſian queen, without a rival, reigns 
Sole miſtreſs of his heart — nor can thy — | 
The brighteſt ſure that ever woman boaſted, 
Nor all his vos of everlaſting love, 
Secure Roxand from diſdain and inſult, 
Rox. O !.'thow haſt rouz'd the lion in Hy fout; : 
Ha ! ſhall the daughter of Dariur hold him 
Shall that Weak Semele embrace 1 K E | 


£7 & > | Caſ. 


* 


. 
— 
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Cof. O queen! exert, exert that tow! ring ſpirit, 
By nature form'd'to keep the world in awe. 
Rox. Ves, tis Yrefolv'd; I will reſume my _ 
Or, falling, ſpread 2 general ruin round me. 
Roxana a u 60. Statira, they are names 
That muſt for ever jarr, like claſhing clouds; 
When they encounter, thunders mult enſue. | 
J. Behold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp. of ſorrow, 
. to fulfl her ſolemn vow ! 
Enter Syſigambis and Statira. 
Rox. - AT and let us mark th* ee ſcene. 


LT retire. 
| $/e. 0 my Statira how his p on chang'd thee ! 
Think in the rage of difaþ inted love, * 2 


If treated thus, "Ta ny to extremes, 
What Alexandet may denounce a 8 1 % 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt Darius /. 
Sta. O _ ud. that I kriow he will de kind” | 
For my ſake kin to Fol and Pari/q » 
dl 7 b. 45 Kindly of him 
But with m n n 
Tell him Trp our Grided loves, * *. . 
And, ſighing, ſent a laſt fo iveneſs to Rim. a 
. Nog 4. tan ne er again preſume to meet vn 5" 
Never ap the much-wrong'd lexander, _ 
= thou refuſe to ſee _— Statira! __ 
h mother, and thy weepin country, 
C * regard, and challenge thy co 
Hear us, my child, and lift us from deſpair, 
Sta. Thus low, Taft i me at your Toyal feet, 
To bathe them with my tears; or, if you. pls, 3 
I'll let out life, and wath em ine blood. _ 
But, I conjure. yon, nat to rack my foul,” 
Nor hurry dd hop Kats perk de, 
Should no now. a 
And you, m 77 — Aan beſeeching re 
I would to death, and keep my vow. ; 
Rox. This fortitude of * compels my OP 


if, toms” 801% a * 


74 


r 


2 


Sy Hence ow 22 fight e wretch ch, 
B 4 And 
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And hide thee where bright virtus never bone 


For, in the fight of Heaven, I here renounce, 2 


And caſt thee off an alien to my blood. 
| Roxana comes forward. 

r eee of a ar. 

With grie 


7 grief, d => 4 bed rei 

ve and much | app pla your 'd reſo 
Auge weeld for 4 s fake ; ave, 

yet atly he adores 

That he will rather chuſe to die of — ; 
Than live for the deſpis d Roxana's charms. | 
„Ka. Spare, madam, ſpare your counterfeited fears ; 
_ You know rhe gy (2 and have proy'd * 


Tho? humbly b. born, ha ve you not captive held, 
Ae ee the conqu'ror Ar 


grove's 4 e. 
Thy fickly virtue DE it i 48 3 
To ſhun the triumphs of a Favour'd ri | 
In van redoing there, even there PU kun 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night: 
There ſhalt thou hear, in what extatic . 
Roxana revels with the grit of men; "+4534 
And as thou hear'ft the rapt'rous ſcene ated, 
With any} guſy thou It madly curſe E 
Thy own . that cou'd not fix the rover. 
ta. > How weak is one?! af the fiorm fe cine, | 
Dreads the drawn ſword, and trembles at the thunder; - 
Yet when ftrong jealouſy inflames her foul, | 
The ſword may glitter, and the r 1 
She ſcorns the danger, and provokes | 
Rival, I thank thee.— Thou haſt ir d my foul, . 
r to ou ; 


AT rai os Nye Mt. FT, 
. we” Soon 
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Soon ſhalt chou tremble at the'dirs ekt, „ 
And curſe, too late, the folli chat undid the. 
Rex. Sure the diſdain'd 8/atira dares not menn it. 
Sta. ROOT Idate: © 
And know, 1 
A ſiſter's fi ghs, and 4 bands tears, . 

Cou'd not «fed, in e $7 ©-f done. 

Pl ſee the king ighrot all kiwore,. > 
Tho? curſt _ Nod may ſt ——— — 
Enter Alexander, Syſigambis, Hepheftion, iy. 


Alex. O my Statire!—Phou celentleſs fir! pal 
Tarn thine eyes n eren them: 
What ſhall I fa to worle upon foul? RT 57 | 
What wands. ee can thee to :veneſobt 

Tied Pale of Rixane, and — 55 
A will lite 0 the raperons tale” n 

Bur · rather ſnun me, ſhun a def; 
Reſign'd to ſorrow, and eternal 

r. O! Tienda d. "wich rranſport ar before 
Wou'df# thou but, as I lay convuls'din death, 

Caſt à kind-Jook, 3 el — 
Say, but twas-pitey, ons ſo fam din arms, NA | 
ne who has "fibp NT es, 
For the firſt falt mah 
To jealous anger, and offended love. F251 
Rox. Am 1 then fall'n { low in thy geen, 
That for another thou would'ſt rather die, 
Than live for me)—How am I alan, tell mes. 


ince To. r 7 aforded 
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I will be gone; this laſt diſdain n me. 
2 mins hes cn rg 


1411 thy perjuries, 
Tl rae a that ſhall conſume youboth, 
: 


Ipantake be min. s [ Exit, - 
Sta. Alexander © is it poſſible ? 2 | 


Immortal gods Gan guilt apear fo lovely? 
Yet, ed F fargive-thee all. 
Alex« me all 0 catch the heay” aly ſounds; 
Catch em vn winds, and, as you fly, diſperſfſe 
The rapt'rous tidings, chro' the extended worle, 
That all may ſhare in Alexander's joy. 
Sy/. Now all thy mother's blefing fall upon thee, 
My ever dear, my beſt belov'd Statis. 
Ales. 2 giv'n me, thus 40 touch thy band, 
And preſs thy beauties to my-panting | 
To gaze upon thy eyes, and taſte thy breath ? 1. 
While ev'ry ſigh comes forth alt with ſneets, 
*T1s incenſe to be offer d to a 
Sia. Yes, dear deceiver, I vive che all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue; ; 
For while I hear thee, my reſolves give way * a 
Be therefore quick, and {take — — | 
Farewel, my log. —Bternally farewell! 5 
Alex. O my Hepheſtion;: bear me, or 1. 21 
Why, Why Seen will you uſe me thus? 
I know the cauſe, my working brain divines ies, \ 
You ſay, you've pardon'd, but with this: Res... * 
K > 1 errant | — 
Sta, All ſeeing n foppprt.me-.. - 
Alex. Speak to me, | 
Speak to me, os, tho? davidhment —_ deach | 
ang on thy lips ps, while thy tongue pronounces 
The mafic will a while ſuſpend my painss 
2 te: the 2 of deſpair. aid en lp 
O! cou'd I ſee you thus? n 
Sta. Why did L Gear !. his ſorrows wound my bears 
Soft. pity, pleads, and I again muſt love him 
But 1 have ſworn, and therefore cannot yield. 
= Go then, — mumph in my. pains, | 


1 Fee 


.. 
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Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart, 
For now *tis plain you never lov'd. Ne 
O! I cou'd ſound that g cruel name, 
Till the tir'd echo faint with 1 e 
Till all the breathleſs groves, and quiet I | 
Shook with my ſighs, as if a tempeſt boyd em. 
Ever. S:atira / nothing but Statira / © 

Sta. Such was his looks, ſo melti A 
Such his ſoft ſighs, and his del —_— 
When with that pleafing perjur#d breath avowing, 2 
His whiſpers trembled thro? my ered/Jous ears, 
And told the ſtory of my utter rum. aq OY 
Gods! af I'ftay, TI-hall again believe? 2 
Farewel, thou greateſt pleaſure, greateſt Ns. 98 

Alex. Ichargeye, ſtay her; ſtay het by e 
O turn thee, thou bewitehing bri — be 
Hear my taſt'words, and ſee my yu .. 
Lo! at your feet,” deholT a mend 
A prince, who gave the world to wy 
And thought thy love bought cheapfy with the 
Whoſe glories, - laurels,” bloom but in thy — A 
Nov ſhrunk and blaſted by thy erect hate, | 
Unti ls; Vet; OI whiehs thow ſhalt die, 
May death bemild as thou art eruel now; ;.N 
And may thy beauties gently fink to earth, 


While circling angels waft thee to repoſe. 
favage? Ts thy heart of marble?” 
| Bur if this 


I never will ſpeak ak ae, ORD 


Alex. Om Statina 7... _- 365 
I fwear, my queen, PH vote bott 
M ſoul grows ſtill as death. 84), 
is all Taf. Wilt thou forgive the WT 
of a deep wounded heart, ar is well?” 
Sta. Riſe, and. had n Ri you, |! . 
Stutira! 

Alex. You are too 1 rab, "bear: me bebe 
When I am laig th Pld her the world. 
There's ſqmething Here, that heaves 4s Told e 
That tops my brèath. ran * 

os 


* 


* 
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Sta. Hold off, and Jet me.run Into his arms: | 


My life, m 
Y love, 1 
If thy Statira? " 15 
* * be i imino! : [tp oma 
| ex. My futt'ri ring hears, tumultuos a with its bliſs, 


| * O let 
I me preſs thee in my eager amm... 


EY 


& % 
* 1 * - — . 4 ; 
* 38 a "+ 
22 1 2 ? 
% 3 * C 
. 5 a y 
olds. 24 


U Hephettion, Abe 
me no more, bete the dreſs, 
Vow ſhamlil the. $3 ere 


Lake my ps d 4 a6; 
Sus i + = 5 = 


1 
ALEXANDER THE ' GREAT. 37. 

Heph. Nr 
Exalts the heart, and di ad gout 


Which ſhines not bright royal maſter ? 6 

And yet perverſely 700 I a. | 

And thwart an innocent urtfal humour. BY | 
Cht. Unhurtful! Oh! tie monſtrous ee 

— with venom, in its nature 

And not to be encue d Shall man, 

Exact the rev rence which we pay to H * 

And bid his fellow creatures kneel before bin. 

And yet de innocent? Hephbeftion, Derne 

The pride that lays a claim to adoration, T 

Inſults pur reaſon; and the Gods. FT 

_ YL nr Fn Ns kd ah we altees, 

Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Hevn 

For ge ee Corn ng | 

Hepb. B his thunder, an 'reign pow'r, 

Til A believe the world. yer aver tale... tut 435+ 1 

An arm like Alexander's. Not that god Ni 
You nam'd, tho? riding in a car of fire, | 2205 
Cou'd in a thonter ſpace do greater.deeds, vis tan 
Or more effectually have taught mankind, g* 
To bend ſubmiſſive, and confeſs his fray... + 

Che. I tell you; bey, that C — kg 

As Well as or any 


— — 1 Aalen th ſooth his growing prides. 


Young minion, was T not, . 
Tu g, my friend, in this old Au, thus, 


| Gig hide <5 the kg _—_— .. 
traignt as A m country, | 
* 2 


Th | 
= n 


Enter Alexander, Statira, 
ar. . na” 


\ | 


Spare 


a 


33 THE RIVAL QUEENS; ok, 


Spare him, 0 ſpare Lyfimachus' fe! 
I know you will — the brave delight in merey. rr 
Alex. Shield me, Sta ira, ſhield me from her forrows, 
Par. Save him, O ſave him, ere it be too late; 3 
Speak the kind word, let not your ſoldier 
For one raſh action, by deſpair decaſion d-! 
I'll follow thus, for ever on my knees © 
You ſhall not paſs. Statira! O intreat him! + 
Alex. O! madam, take her, take het from about me U , 
Her ſtreaming eyes aſſail my very ſoul, 
And ſhake my beſt reſolves. N 
Sta. Did I not break © agg 
Thro? all for you? nay, now my lord, you” muſt; - - 
By all th* obedience I have paid you long, 13 
By all your paſſion, ſighs, oy tender looks, 
O ſave a prince, whoſe only crime is love. * 
S/. J had not joir'd in this bold fair, my fon, 
Bur? that it adds new luftre to your honours. + 
Alex. Honour! what's that! has not Statire ſaid 17. 
Were I the king of the blue firmament, / | 
And the bold Tian ſhould make war, 
Tho' my reſiſtleſs thunders were prepar d, 
By all the gods ſhe ſhould arreſt my arm, 
Uplifted to deſtroy em. Fly, Hepheſtion: 
Fly, Clytus ; ſnatch him from the jaws of death, 
And to "ths royal banquet bring Min ſtraight, 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour, * 
* Heph. Clyt. Eum. Jn Par. 
Sta. O my lov'd lord! wN. are you _ obliging,, 
Beyond expreſſion, kind ?* : 
— Excellent wonian? n . 
"Tis not in nature to ſupport ſuch j toy. a 
Sta. Go, my beſt love, unbend you at the banquet 2 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares away; | 
While in ths bowers of great Semiramis, © © - *- 


a, 


I dreſs your bed with all the ſweets of nature,” — 
And crown it, as the altar of bur loves; l. 
Winre Nabe ton,” mid W bern 
But never cloſe my eyes; e return. 

— Stat. 4 SyC. 


— 


4 

| 2 Gs Alex 
| 1 | . 
f 
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Alex. Is ſhe not more than mortal can 1 
As Venus lovely, and as Dian chaſte? _ 
And yet, I know not why, aur parting hacks me; 
A ohaſtly paleneſs ſat upon her brow ;. | 
Her voice, like dying echoes, fainter grew Sos” 
And as I wrung 4 roy = the roſy fingers 
Methought k by firings of my. great heart were crack di 
What could it mean ? forwar on. 

Enter Roxana, Cafſander, Polyperchon, & c. 

Why, madam, gaze von thus? 

2 For a laſt look, TT» login e Fo 
And to amprint the memory. of my wrongs, yy 
Roxana's wrongs, on Alexander 5 iter 


Alex. On to the banguet: + LEwie cum fate 
Rox. Hal with ſuch difdein 1+. 


So. unconcern'd | OI could. tear Wii $ 
Him, you, and all the hateful] world, to atoms. 
Caſ. Still keep this ſpirit up, preſerve it till, 
And know us for your friends. We like your rage; 
Tis lovely i in you, and your wrongs require it; L 
Here, in che fight of Heaven, Cafſander ſwears, 
Unaw'd by death; to ſecond yqurirevenge... .. 
Speak Ex the word, and, ſwift as thought can . "I 
The tyrant falls a victim to your, fury,  - 
Rox. Shall he then die? fall I conſent to kill him? 
I, that have loud him with that eager. fondneſs, | 
Shall 1 conſent to have him baſely murder d.,. 
And ſee him claſp'd in the cold arms of death? 
Worlds ſhould. WR t me to that deed of horror. 
Pol. The —— fond  kruplerf your love might paſs, 
Was not the empire of the world concern d: 
But, madam, think when time ſhall teach his-tongue, 
How will the gloriquz infant, which you bear, , 
Arraign his partial mother, for refuſing } 
To fix him on the throne; which, hereve ar | 
Ca. It Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor will. your. childi; 4 Old Semi plans » 
Your ſure deſtruction. . Boldly. then, ren do's. 
Ge but Ry . W re — T4 
3 ER [> $6.5 


. 
— 
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Pol. Not he alone, the Perfian race ſhall bleeds _ 


At your command, one univerſal ruin, 
Shall, like a deluge, whelm the eaſtern world,. 
Till glorioufly we raiſe you to the throne. 9 

Rox. Bat; till che mighty ruin be „ 
Where can Roxana fly th* avenigin | 
Of thoſe who muſt ſacceed this - 00 25 

Caſ. Wou'd you vouchſafe in theſe e l 
To ſeek a | what cou's hen you hee? | 
There you t reign, with undiminifh'd luſtre, 
Queen of the Talk, af vinpens Of any Gon.” | 

Rex. Diſgrac'd Rixana / whither art thou Ray | 
Till this curſt hour, I never was unha | 
'There's er ene mich of r majelly;/ 
To awe the flave, . > 

Caf. Impute not, m, my un * 
—— wy bod a 

Rox. Peace, villain, ' andi let me hear no more. 
2 thou I'd leave the boſom of N 

earth 


thee, thou moving piece 

Hanes, Com my fight, and neyer more — ih 
To meet my 2 for, r 
To Alexander 11 unfokd th treaſon ; 82 
Whoſe liſe, in ſpite of 'all ki wrongs to me, e 
e thi 1 er, 

Caf. By your own life, oa A 
e alien fm tis hour i Gab 
And, e t Jean make, 
Statira m vengeance, _ 
+ Rox. Caſſanter, riſe, * te e on ' 
Yes, rival, is night be thy laſt. 
This night, I know, is deſtin'd for th leer. * 
And gives my Aer to thy arms, | FOE 
O! murd'rous thought! 
Pol. The bow'rs of great Seniramis are made 
The ſcene of love; Perdiccas holds the guard. 

Caf. Now is your time. — pres, 
70 end ber; and with her to end your fears. . 


Gnome but half the Zogdian llaves that wait you, - 


S ba 
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And deem her dead. Nor mall a foul eſcape, = 
That ſerves your rival to e the news. 
Rox. By me, they die, . Perdiccas and 
- Hence with th my eee 
But will m conduct the flaves to battle: 
Were ſhe to fall by any arm but mine, 


Well might ſhe murmar, and arraign her Bars 2 
Tis life well loſt to die b * command; 


What nruſt it be ta periſh | | 
Rival rejoice, and, pleas' . 
Roxana's vengeance 4 thes noble death. (Eat, 
wan All bat her e ove this Semele diſdains- 
e mu uick—ſhe may perhaps betray 
The great deſign r 
Pot. Has Philip got inftraftions, bow to ? | 
Caf. He has, my friend; Les 005 ooh, 
Reſt „ ” | 
Bear him this vial—it contains a poiſon 
Of that exalted. force, .that deadly nature, OP 
Shou'd A/culapize drink it, in five hours __ | 
(For then it works) ): the gag hagnlelh . 
I drew it from Nonacris' | 


ring: 
Mix'd with his wine, 1 73" 
And fends him pings > ala hop Shes doo 


Pal. I know its hoe I've een ie try la 
Pains of all forts thro? every nerve and artery 
At once jt An Fg Raton once and Seen, 
Till, by extremity of torture ſore d, 
The foul conſents to leave her joyleſs home, 
e 4s 
a/. Now let ug part: P 
Haſte to the banquet—at his ſecond call, | 
Let this be given ham, and it crowns our 
Now, Alexander, now we'll ſoon be : 
Death for a blow is intereſt indeed. l. 
Alexander, Perdiccas, Caſſander, Polyperchon, Ko- 
menes, &c. diſcovered at the banquet. 
Alex. To our immortal health, en fate queen's: 
nr 
Mars and Belong join to make us muſic. 172 


An. 


* | 
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An hundred bulls be offer; d to che ſun, 21 
White as-his beams: ſpeak the big voice of war; 
Beat all our drums, and ſound our ſilver crumpers 4. 
Provoke the gods to follow gur example 
In bowls of nectar, and replying thunder. 
Enter Clytus, Hepheſtion, and Ly . bloody. © 
Cht. Long live the king; long live great Alexander; 
And conqueſt crown his arms with deathleſs laurels, . 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. . | 
Alex. Did I not give command yon. ſhould preſerve 
L Mac bus 1 | 
Hepb. Dread fir,” you did, WF FT" 5 
Alex. What then r 
Portend theſe bloody marks 7 
Hieb. Ere we arriy d. 
Pal diccas had already plac'd the 
In a lone court, all bye his har ca WO who 
Che. On them were gauntlers : ſuch was his vans. 
In death to ſhew the difference betwixt ” 
The blood of acur and common men. * 
Forth iſſuing from Ni den, amaz'd We fw 7 
The horrid ſava ; with whoſe hidpout four 225 
The palace ſhook. His a eye-balls . 
With triple fury, menac'd Nad ral, We 
Heph. With unconcern the gallantprince ndanceds. 
Now Pariſatis be the glory ins; Mo 
But mine the danger, were his only: words j ©. 
For as he ſpoke, the furious beaſt deſcried . 
And ruſnh'd outra to devour his prey. 
| = t. Agile an vigorous, he avoids the ſhock | 
A (light blow); and, as the Hon turn'd, 
Thouft gauntlet, arm, ; and all into his throat, _ 
And with Hereulean firength tears forth the „ 
Foaming and bloody, the diſabled pate FB 
Sunk to the earth, 4 ploughed it with his teeth 3. 
While with an active bound your 8 Jeoy — 
Leap'd on his back, and 450d his Kult in 
; Art By all my laurels twas a e a8 act; 
And tis my glory, as it ſhall be 247 
1 Alexander cou not * hes: * 


. 


7 
* 


ALEXANDER THR GREAT.” %4 


O! my brave ſoldier, think not, all the pray'rs' 

And tears of the lamenting queens cou'd move me 

Like what thou haſt perform'd'; grow to my breaft- 
Ly/. Thus, felf-condemn'd, and confcioing of my 

How ſhall I ſtand ſuch unexampled goodneſs. [guilt, 

O pardon, fir, the tranfforts of deſpair, 

The frantic outrage of ungovern'd love: 

Even'whea-4 ſhew'd the greateſt want of ebe 

I cou'd have died; with rapture, in your ſervice. 
Alex. Lyfem 


achus, we both have been tranſported 7 
But from this hour be certain of my heart. 

A lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield, 

And that gold armour we from Porus won, 

Thy king preſents thee - but thy wounds aſł reſt. 

Lyfi. I have no wounds, dread fir; or, if I had, 
Were they all mortal, they ſhoald-ftream anminded, 
When Alexander-was the-glotious health.” 

Alex. Thy hand, Hepheſtion.. — K kim to thy 
And wear kim ever near thee, Par atir I® 
ab now dr 7 ſerves S : * 

either re 5 mark C 2e 
Live, live as friend You will, Fang muſt, you fall h 
Tis a god gives you life, ' © 

Chr. O * mon®rous vanity ! 

Alex. Ha! what ſays 1 097155 who am 17 
ot dee Bag en 0 | 

P i 1 ho 4 

Alex. By my kindred W | 
Tis falſe. Great Ammon # gr me birth, 

Cht. Pve done. 

* Chtui, what means wat dreſs? vive him a 
Take it, aud wear it. [robe there 
Che. Sir, the wine, e cher * 

Has heated me; beſides, you know my humdu. 
Alex. O, tis not well: I'd rather periſh, dern, 
Than be ſo men d. 

Chet. yl \ 

Would burn, bag Gee bot i in a bentr cauſe. 
PII drink, or *r for lacred OST... 


19 2 . 4 
, % 


> 


TT, & {3 


Tüll the king drinks. Sure, Las barn to wage: 


Envious and ſullen a 


* 


THE RIVAL | QUEENS; on. 
With any here. Eill me anocher bowl. * 


4 


Will 1 WY 
Mex. You will 3 

e . | 
Chr. So was your father, ke 3 chis 10 his Sen . 

Sound all the there. 2 | 
Alex. They that not found 


Eternal war. All are my enemies; 
Whom. I cou'd tame Aut let ein 


LJ. Nay, Chexs, pes oy 
2 Let him 1 


Alex. . — 9 


2 e 
nn nb ily uy er nh 


| On my arms, m | 
Che. I did not kiſs ee your ea 


I am un 


Thou envieſt the 
Sit, all my frien 


LEG Oy 
Now let us talk of „ 5 
The nobleſt.ſabje& L for a:foldier's mouz: 
And ſpeak, ff 8 elſe you love me not. 


Who, think you, was the general 
That ever led an. army to field.! 9 


Hepbs 


* 


J 
: 
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Mob. A chief io | ſo fortunate], brave, 
And ung en f 


Tie radiant fan, fnce nt ag. gave light, 
Never yet ſaw, or ever ſhall again. 

Ly/. Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Abe, 
Nor great Achille, whoſe tempeſtudus ſword = 
Laid 7g in aſhes, tho the warring gods 


S 


Oppoe'd kim, 
2 D u flatter me. 
indeed love ? forty 
But hate-old:C for his * F< 


Come, thall-I © mam, with bravery 
A better l 12 


* Id be gina E ider ed mis. r. 8 
yr. Your father; Phily.—4 hee feen him march 
And ought t-beneath his dreadful banner, . 

at this table would have trembled. 
Fe frown not, fir, you cannot look me dead. | 
When:Greets join'd Greets, then was che 2 — 
The labour d battle feat, and conqueſt bled. fy 
Why ſhould ¶ fear to ſpeak a bolder truth, 


85 E fs of Ke. wid you 7 
* gh 15 l — 
se, ite and en the 1 

Is then r e A gods 
To conquer women! nay, he ſaid the dourelt, - 
The ſtouteſt here wou'd tremble at his dangers. 


| OT all the wounds I i 
from my reits the javelis A 4 


ow; 1; 
Did I once tremble O 


8 0 „ bars, . ; 
2 r 


uten 


— = 
* * 
1 * 
— 


- 


' 
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When you 
That I Would leap among you. Did I ſo? 
Ly Dread fir, the old man knows not what he ſa . 

Alex. Was I a woman, when, like Mercury, 

I leapꝭd the walls and flew amidſt the foe; ; x1 
And, like acbaited-hon, dy d myſelf 
Ane 1 eee 
Till, ſpent with toil, I battled on my knees, 
Pluckt forth the:datts, that made my ſhield a foreſt, 
And hurPd em back with moſt unconquer'd fury ? 
Then, ſhining in my arms, I ſun'd the field; 
Mov'd, fpoke, and + fabght, and was myſelf a war. 

Clyz. Twas all bravado. For, before you leap'd, 
You fav / that L haꝗ burſt the gates aſunder. 

Alex. Ol that thou wert dut once more young = 

vig rous, 
That I might ftrike thee proſtrate to the'earth,” 40 
For this audacious lie, thou feeble dotard. Xs, 
I know the reaſon, w du uſe me thus. 
I fav'd you from the:{word. of hold Rbe/aces, * 
. Elſe had your god ſhip flumber'd* in the duſt; 
And moſt ungratefully-you hate me for it. NN 
Alex. n the banquet. Thus far I forgive. 
n 

Che. Firſt try (for none can want veneſs more): 
To haves your 6wn bold En Ser 92 r 
The ſhameful riots of a vicious life. 
Philotas* murder. 

Alex. Ha! what: 65 the. Suez | 
5. Clytus, withdraw; forte him e 
| He 22 — —_ . c 3 

Cl. No, let rl me, if F muſt be bone, 1 
To Phalis, Aitalus, Califthenes, 
To great Parmenio, and his laughter ſons, | | 

= *. by * a javelin. 

Hol „Mag! >. 

2 ebe, . 
Left T onde ſtrilee thro his deark md * 
Lal. O! ſücred ſir, have hut a moments , 

"nl *. 


beneath cry d out, and ſpread your arms, 


. 


" - go 
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Alex. What! hold my arms? I ſh d hege, 
Like poor Darium, by 4. barb'r = * 
Perdiccas, found our trumpets to th 

Gall all my foldiers to e court. Nay, haſte 

For there is treaſon plotting gainſt my od 
Ant I ſhall periſh ere they come to ſave m 7 
Begone to Phils 95 1 C 1 * Fe. hi, 
And let bold ſubjects learn by thy example, why 


. 
s 


Not to provoke. the patitnce of their prince... blood,” 
Clyt. The rage of wine is drown'd in guſhing | = 

O — 1 ace been to blame: 7 ** 0 

Hate me not after death. For I repent, 5 


That I ſo far have urg d your noble nafure. 
Alex. What's this Thea! ſay on, my d Ving TR er. 
Chyt. I ſhou'd have kill'd myſelf, had I ths ly liv he 
To be once ſober :—Now I fall with honour 
My own hands: wou'd have brought, foul & death, 0 
pardon Dies. 
Alex, Then I am loſt: what has my vengeance ne], 
Who is it thou haſt ſlain ? Chins! what was he! 
The faithfulleſt ſubject, worthiet 1 
The braveſt Elder, he who {ay'd thy lif 
Fighting bare-headed at the river Crate 
And now he has à noble recompence ; © 


For a raſh word e in the heat of wi 

The poor, the 5 Gh thou haſt 1: - 

Clytus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy bete Rer. * 
Hepb. Remove the body, it inflames his ſorrow. 
Alex. None dare to touch him; we muſt never En 

Cruel N and Ly/inrachug, * 

That ha power, get 2 'd not hoy Ader Wh. 
Ly/. Dear 2 we did. of: 

Alex. 1 know 4 did; ye beld me V3 gd 


THSYT A's _ 
Like. wild beafl, to let me ge: agen. EN RX 


With greater violence. —O' ve ve 
Excuſe it not, 'you ha cou d ſibp a ON Can, 
Cou'd not turn me ; Me 1 have drawn your 1 4 
And barr'd y. wit * e 1 I 
Made reaſon'yl lis in in 99510 5 bes at 
Till I had ſeen : the pretipice bee ne: e ee 
194 ** That 


- - - 


9 
- W 


41 
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'Bhat.had been noble, that had ſhewn the friend; 
Chiu. wou'd fo have done to fave your lives. 
Ly/. " oo papa traces hs: enki 


have let me ſtain my riſin 
— youtu $ glory, 


ter than the ſun ; 

O! 'T am all a blot, which ſeas of tears, 
And my heart's blood can never waſh away. 
| „ "45s bur A, en | 
[| Sell reaking; karl black polluted breaſt, - 
* Heph. Ol ſacred W 
Ly/. Forgive my pious hands, 5 
That dare, 8 to diſarm my maſter. 8 

- Alex. > hs og | men, e no can ſhew your 
Here's not a — oppoſe my Juſtice, 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder 
But I-will render all endeavours vain 
n 1 Here will I lie, 


Fall: an ches | 


3 


Cloſe to my murder'dfoldic's ing fide. 
*Fhus claſpi 24.45 cold body in my arms, 
Till death, his, has clos'd my eyes for ever. 


| Pater Perdiccas. _ | 

Per. N foul treaſon ! Hepheftion, where's the 
Heph. There, by old Ch fide, whom he hath ſlain. 
8 Riſe, ſacred fir, and haſte to fave the queen. 
Roxauns, k1d with furious jealouſy, 
Came with a guard, unmark'd: ſhe in'd the bow'r, 
8 ſadden fury, 
That all have periſh'd who oppos d her rage. 
Alex. What fays Perdiccas ? is the queen in FOR 
Per. Haſte, fir, to your Statira, or ſhe dies. 
Alex. 0 inns r eee 
n „on more. 

aung Ammon leads ore; 
erke lens jou, andthe Cle Fc 
22 ind glory leads the ay. 


* - 
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A . T we We; 
5 CB NE, hs eee, 


Statira diſcovered aß. Che 

Sta. B me, ye n abore, and guard my 

virtue! 

Where are you fled, dear ſhades? Where are you fled) 

"Twas but a dream, and yet I ſaw and heard © * 

My royal parents, who, while care 

Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 

Tears ſuch as. an w this-hour my laſt. | 

But hence with r | 

And ener him. 

My Alexander! wou'd that he were here! 

For, O! I tremble, and a thouſand terrocrs 

Ruſh In upon me, and alarm my heart: 

But bark, tis he, and all my fears are fled 3 | 

HY my joy, my Alexander comes. © 

3 Make ful he gaze wich all is a 

3 

At length we've conquer d this ſtupendous height, 

And r whole M tens: 


Is loſt in clouds. 
Sta. Ye G defend wet: 


Roxana's voice! then ll the viſon's rus hep? 

And die I muſt. TE. 
8 Secure the brazen gate. „r 

Where is y rival? tis & Calls. 


Sta. „ 5 pride 
Wou'd 8 born above her? 


v. 


Rox. this dag |-— Tis thy favs, dine, 
Behold, . 
Fain wou'd find thee, wo of my ve 


ngeance;. 
Here, take m C 
Sta. How nan i. | 
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Ves, cruel woman! yes, I dare meet death, 
With a reſolve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd ſhrink. For terror haunts the guilty mind ; 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear, 
Can, ſmiling, paſs, and ſcorn thy idle threats. 
Rox. Return, fair infolent ! return, I ſay. - 
Dar'ſt thou, preſumptuous to invade my rights! 
Reftore him quickly to my longing arms, 
And with him give me back his broken vows, 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart. 
Sta. Alas! Roxana tis not in my power; 
I cannot if I wou'd—And, O ye Gods! 
What were the world to Alexander's loſs | 
But love, thou know'ſt, was ever deaf to reaſon ; 
Wild as a ftorm, and lawleſs as the ſea, 
It laughs at council, and contemns reſtraint. 
Rox. O! ſorcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 
T owe the frenzy that diſtracts my ſoul : 
To them I'owe my Alexander's jos. 
.Too late thou trembleſt at my juſt revenge, - 
My wrongs cry out; and vengeance will haye way. 
Sta. Vet think, Roxana, ere you plunge in murder, 
Think on the horrors that muſt ever haunt you! 
Think on the furies, thoſe avenging miniſters 
Of Heav'ns high wrath, how they wall tear your ſoul ; 
All day diſtract you with a thouſand fears; . 
And when by night thou vainly ſeek'ſt repoſe, 
'They'll gather round, and interrupt your {lumbers 
With horrid dreams, and · terriĩfying. viſions. 
Rox. Add ſtill, if poſſible, ſuperior. horrors. 
Rather than leave my great revenge unfiniſh'd, ' 
Fd dare em all, and triumph in the deed. 
Therefore [Jfalds up the dagger. 
Sta. Hold, hold, thy hand advanc'd in air. 
I read my ſentence written in thy eyes; 
Yet, O! Roxana, on thy black revenge, 
One kindly ray of female:pity beam, 
And; give me \ ka. + in Alexander's preſence. 


Rax. Not for the world's wide empire ſhould'ſt thou 
Fool ! 


ſee him. 
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Fool! but fot him thou ne, pl? rey live; 
For his ſake only art thou 'd to die 
'The fole remaining joy that glads my out, 
Is to deprive thee of the heart I've loſt. 
a Enter a Slave. 
Slave. Madam, the king and all his guards are 
come. 
With frantic they thunder at the gate, 
And muſt ere this have gain'd admittance. 
Rox. Ha! 
Too long Pve trifled. ' Let me then redeem 
The time miſpent, and make great vengeance ſare. 
Sta- Is Alexander, OI y e Gods s, ſo nigh, 
And can he not preſerve the from her fury? 
Rox. Nor he, nor Heav'n ”= ſhield thee from my 


A juſtice. 
Dae, ſore” reſs and all my wrongs die with thee. 
Lad, ber. 
Alex. Hate Away ye ſlaves | ſtand F 
et me 


With light'nings wings; nor Heyn nor earch thall 


DI 
. Mlex. Hal O, my foul! my queen, m love; Sravire / 
Theſe wounds ! are theſe er t 2 


W * 
ly love, my beſt and deareſt bleſlin 85 II 
Wes had tie before you enter'd heren: 
For thus delighted, while 1 'thee, 6414 4 
Death more horrid, and Pm loth to leave thee. 
Alex. Thou ſhalt not leave me Cruel, cruel ftars ! 
O, where's. the monſter, where « the horrid fend, — 
That ſtruck at innocence, and murdered/'thee? 
Rox. Behold the wretch, who; deſperate of Th on, 
In jealous madneſs gave the fatal blow? 
A wretch, that, to poſſeſs once more thy love, 
Wou'd with the blood of millions ſtain her ſoul. 
Alex. To dungeons, My drag her from my 
_ > : 
Sta. Mya i is on the wing. O come, my lord. 
; C 2 Haſte - 
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Haſte to my atms, and take a laſt farewel. 

Thus let me die. Oh! Oh! | 
Alex. Look up my love. ; 1 

O Heav'n and will you, Mi yet hes his Hoes ine! 
Sta. Farewel my moſt lov'd lord: ah me, farewel. 

Yet, ere I die, grant this requeſt. 
Alex. O ſpeak, 

That I may execute before I follow the. 


Sta. Leave _ the world till Heav'n demands you. 
8 | 


Roxana li "Twas love of you that caus'd - 

The death ſhe gave me. And, O! ſometimes think . 

Amidſt yout revels, think on your poor queen; 

And, ere the chearful bowl ſalute your lips, (Dis. 
fe 


Inrich it with a tear, and I am b 

Alex. yew ere thou takꝰ ſt thy leans 's gone, 
E's gone 4 

All, all is huſh'd, no muſic now is heard; 

The roſes wither ; 'and the fragrant breath 

That wak'd their ſweets, ſhall never wake em more. 


Nor. Weep not, my lord! no ſorrow can recall her, 
es, and, i ee 


O! turn your 
You'll find. love, 'and 
"ir Hance rom! wy hr, nd. hank ay her i 


re, | 
That yet 


*. 
- 


thou art alive. 
Rox. O! take ine to your arms. 

In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love you: 
Ves, thus PH faſten on your 
Thus, on my-kntes, for ever cl 
Tin you ON 
Alex: Hence, fury, "hence: ther's not 2 ance of 


- thine, 
Bet, ike dbaflidk, bomes wing'd with death. | 
Rex. O! ſpeak wot thus, to one who kneels far 


mercy. 
Thisk be whoſe ate it was I madly plung'd 
Into a erime abhortent to my nature. 
Alex. Off, murd'reſs, off for ever ſhun my ſöght; 
x eye, deteſt the, for thy foul is win. P 


Rex. 
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DE... Barbarian ! yes, I will for ever ſhun theo. 
epeated injuries have ſteelꝰd my heart, 
a7 I cou? 4 curſe TY for being kind. 
If there is any * 
That has revenge re 1 1 perjur'd love 
Send Heav'n * 2 ſwiftet ruin on his bead! 
Strike the deſtroyer! lay the victor dead! - 
Kill the rriumpher! and avenge my wrong? 
In height of „While he is warm and young, 
Bolted with thunder, let him ruſh along. 
But what are curſes ? Curſes will not kill, 
Nor eaſe the tortures, I am doom d to feel. [Exie. 
Euter Evnmenes. A 
Eum; Pardon, dread fir, a fatal meſſenger. 
The royal Syfgambis is no more. ; 
Struck with the horror of Statira's fate, 
She ſoon expired, and, with the lateſt breath, 
Left Pari/atis to Lyfimachus 
But what I fear moſt deeply will affeR you; 
Your 1 d Hepheftion"'s —— $A 
Alex. Dead l then he is bleſt! 8 
But here, here lies my fate. Hepheftion, Ch? 
My viRories all for ever folded up 


In this dear body. Hove ary band's loft, 
My ftandard's 2 gone. I ſhall run 2210 


G80, for the monument of this lov'd creature, 


Root up theſe bowers, and pave em all with gold. 
Draw dry. the Ganges, make the Indies poor, 
To deck her tomb: no ſhrine nor altar ſpare, 
But ſtrip the Pomp from gods to place it there. 


[Exit cum ſuis. 
: Enter Caſſander. 
Caſ. He's gone — but whither ?—follow Theſalus, 
Attend his ſteps, and let me know-what paſſes. 
. m We * 
ce lie ſtil cravings ſha at 2 
Ke 3 s at lar 1 * ring are unchain'd, . 
And i plays MET maſter- piece. 
Euter P chon. 


Saw you the age he pared hence this „ ; 
C 3, ol. 


Pol. Yeu with Siforder'd wildnefs in his looks, 
He ruſt'd along, till, with a caſual glance, 
He ſaw me where I ſtood ; then ſtepping ſhort, ; 
Draw near, he cry'U—and —_— my hand in OG 
Where more than fevers rag'd in ev Gro. | | 
O Polyperchan! I have lo my 1 
Statira's dead !—and, as he fo ſpoke, the tears 
Guſh'd from his eyes —I more than felt his pains. | 
| Enter Theſſalus. 
Theſ Hence, hence, away } 
Caf. Where i is he, T. a 
7 left him circled by a crowd of pri 
The poiſon tears him with t 2 
Ev'n I cou'd pity him he call'd chiets ; 
Embrac'd em „ ſtarting from amidſt has 
Cried out, I come—'twas Ammon's voice; 1 know 1 Im 
Father, I come; but, let me, ere 1 go, 
Diſpatch the bufinels of a world. 
Pol. No mote; I hear him—we muſt meet anon. 
Caſ. In Saturn's field chere give a lobſe to raptere, | 
Enjoy the tempeſt neck which have rais' d, 
And N the ee ; 


SCENE The Pala: | 
Alexander, with Sis bair held, 1 
1 Eumenes, Perdiceas, and Attendants. | 
Alex. Search there ; nay, probe me, hk; wy 


3 wounded reins 
Pull, draw it out. 
Lyf. We have fearch'd, N | 
Alex. O, I am ſhot, a forked burning arrow. 
Sticks crofs my ſhoulders: the ſad venotn flies 
Like light'nin 2 my fleſh, my blood, my marrow: 
Ly/.. 8 ce his fever! 
Alex. Ha! what a change 8 Gibdare | 
A bolt of ice runs hifling Shiro? my bowels; 


* tare, the arm of death; give me a chair; 


Cover 


% 
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Cover me, for I freeze, and my tecth chatter, 
And my knees knock together, 
 Fum. Have mercy Heaven! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of Heaven? 
T am all hell; I burn, I burn again; 
The war grows wondrous hot; hey for the Heri! 
Bear me, Bacepbalut, amonglt the billows. - 


int the chair. 
© 'tis a noble beaft ; I wou'd „ him 
1 


For the beſt horſe the ſun has in his 

For they are hot, their mangers full of coals ; 
Their manes are flakes of light ning, curls of fires x 
And their red tails Ike meteors whiſk about. 
1 all; Eumenes, help. 

Ha, ha, ha! T ſhall dle with laughter. 
Parmenio, Clytus, do you fee yon fellow, 
That x ſoldier, that poor tatter'd Great? 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perfians, 
With nothing but a ruſty helmet on, thro' Which 
The briſtles of his beard 
Drive em like pikes ha! ha! ha! 

Per. How wild he talks! . hq 
. Ly. Yet warring in his wildnefs. _ 
Alex. Sound, eber, ate. nw 


on 
Charge, charge apace, and tet the phalanx move :- 
Darius comes—ay, tis Darius,; - 


I ſee, I know him by the ſparkling: plumes, . 
And his gold chariot drawn by ten white horſes. | 


But, like a te thus I pour upon him 
He bleeds ;: with that laſt blow I brought him dera: 
He tumbles, take him, ſnatch — 


They fly, they ffy; follow, follo 
Leaps into the ſuldier arms. 


Victori ia, V Vidorig— 


Per. Let's bear him- how to his bed. 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt 2 5 gives me ſudden death ; 
My vital ſpirits are quite d, burnt up. 
And all my entrails turn d to aſhes. 


L/. 
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Ly/. When you, the brighteſt ſtar that ever ſhone, 
Shall ſet, it muſt be night with us for ever. 
Alex. Let me embrace you all, before I die. 
1 4 * er tneel and weep. 
e ear companions, t e good 
Shall fend 2 in my — à nobler prince; hed 1 
One that ſhall lead ye forth with matchleſs conduct. 
Ex. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind e 


preſſions. 
Per. We will not part with you, not change for 
m__—_ a4 get 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this rn apes 


And ſee me laid in the temple of Fupiter Ammon. 
Ly/. To whom does your dread * ä 
The empire of the world? 
Alex. To him that is moſt wortb y: wg og 
Per. When will you, ſacred fir, that we ſhould | give: 
_ your great memory thoſe divine honours | ES 
Which fuch exalted virtues does deſerve? 
Alex. When you are moſt happy, and in peace. 
Your hands—O Father, if I have Fe Ber 
The duty of a man to empire born; 
If by unwearied toil I have deſerv'd. 
The vaſt renown of thy adopted ſon, 252 
Accept this ſoul which. thou did'ſt firſt inſpire, 
And which this gh thus gives thee back again. * 
les. 
. There fell the pride and glory. of I dee: 
If 2 be treaſon let us find it out; 


Lyfemachus ſtands forth to lead you on; 
And ſwears, by theſe moſt honour'd dear remains, 
He will not taſte thoſe joys which beauty brings, 
nme gta t OS 
: [Exeunt.. 


EPILOGUE:. 


KX Ir ©: 6 V E. 
Spoken by Roxana, | 


raig gn'd for murder. —lo ! 7 Rand before ye, 
ſentence, beur my fer. 


But ere you paſs my | 
What paſſive Is, were foe in my place,  * 
Cou'd brook ſuch uſage? Horrible di/grace! | 
To hi/s the fanty Minx before my fact; 


Nang on ber nick, av b, aud fronty, and bellow 

Ob, "os not patiencs with the filthy fellow. 

What, r one worid my vere doe" ayer, 

—_— or bers are ſſo. 

o leſe the comfort one's 

Teh they Lo RR pe of 

222 28.47 aubar wife 2 
ee y 

755 Frey is crown and ſceptres ger c, d cole tub = . 

| Let all thi empire of the world's wide hn 

7 wt atom of my width. OO 

— he... 


Methinks 1 hear each Wwhdded fair-one 
. 
"Feelings 


Bis Char fe an? be ot hte 


—— 
u er, <born woman, 
23 our Pri boy pers ig wot-like Ammon, 

IV bile thus you plaud, this inference lt me draw, 
Nature i: Love's grammen law. 
P raiſe with art, | 
Aud eac in ber boars. | 
D ee 
Wr n if you ar. Ss," Fora 
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Mounted bis fleed to free th' enchanted land, 
Our Qꝛxixote bard ſets out a monſter taming, 
Arm'd at all points, to fight that bydra-—(Conicy, 
Aleft on Pogaſis be waves big fen, 
And burl defiance at the caitiff's den: 
The firſt on fancy'd giants Ns lis rage, 
But this bas more than wind re 
He combats paſſion, rooted in the ſoul, | 
Whoſe Poxvers at once delight ye and cantrau! 3 
Whoſe magic bondage each loft ſlave enjoys, 
Nar wiſhes freedom, the the ſpell deſtroys. 

To ſave pur land from this magicians charms, 
And reſoue maids and matrons from his arm 
Our knight poetic comes And ob I ye fair ! 
This black enchanter's wicked arts beware ! | 
His ſubtle poifon dims the bright je, = 
And at bis touth, each gract and beauty dies. + 
Love, gentleneſs, and joy, to rage give way, 
And the ſoft dove becomes a bird of prey. 
Hay this our hald advent'rer break the ſpell, 
And drive thedeemon to bis native bell. | 

Ye ſlaves of paſſion, and ye dupes of chance, 
Hake all your pot ra from this deftrupoe trance 
A tyrant vice: 
car, other calf; than theſe of cards and dice : 

Be liarn d in nobler arts than arts of play, l 
And other debts than thoſe of honour pay. Ev 
No longer Ive inſenfible to ſhame, 

Loft to your country, families aud fame, 

Could our romantic muſe this <vork atebie ve, 
Mou'd there one boneſt heart in Britain grieve q 
Th' attempt, the' wild, would not in vain be made, 
ev ij bone bard weu'd lend bit ald. 
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L nene 
1 Mes. Beverley and Charlotte, ” 


Mrs Bro: E comforted, my dear, all may be well 
yet. And now, methinks, the lodgings 
begin to! wich another face. K* r! ſiſter! if 
theſe were all my hardſhips * 1 al to complain 
1 were no more than 7 1 ſervants, 
1 your pity Leut be Wien. | 
Is poverty nothing, then??? 
Mrs, Bev. Nothing in the world, if it affected only 
me. White we had a fortune, I was the happieſt of 
the rich; and now tis gone, give me but a bare ſub- 
ſtance and my huſband's finiles, and PII be che hap- 
pieſt of the poor. To me now theſe lodgings want 
* but their maſter. Why do you look at me ? 
Cha. That 1 may hate my heather, | 
Mrs. Bev. Don't talk fo, Charlotte. 
Char. Has he not * you? 0! this per- 
nicidus vice of gaming! but methinks his uſnal hours 
f four or five 1n he morning might haye.contented 
kim; was miſery h to 1 for him till then. 
N ang he have fait © out bt all night ? mall learn to de- 
teſt him. 
Mrs. Bev. Not for the firſt fault. He never ſlept 
oo me before. 
_ Char. -Slept from you! ho, ho, his nights have no- 
A3 thing 
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thing to do with ſleep. How has this one vice driven: 
virtue! nay, from his affections, too! 


him from every 
fear of his affektions. 


—— The dime was, ſiſtar ——_ 
Mrs. Bev. And is. I have 
Wou'ld I knew that he were ſas! 
Char. From ruin and his companions ——But that's. 
impoſſible. His poor little boy, too? What my be- 
come of him: 22 222 21 * "ol & 2 
Mrs. Bev. Why want ſhall teach him induftry. 
From his father's miſtakes he fhäll learn prudence, 
and from his mother's reſignation, patience. Poverty 
has no ſuck terrers in it as you imiigane. There's no 
condition of life, ſickneſs and pain excepted, where 
happineſs is exclutled. The huſbandman, who 11ſes. 
early to his labour, enjoys more welcome reſt at night 
for't.. His bread is ſweeter to him; his home bar 
pier ; his family dearer ; his enjoyments ſurer. The 
un that rouſes him in the morning, ſets in. the evenin 
to releaſe him. All ſituations have their comforts, if 
fiveet contentment dwell in the heart. But my poor 
Beverley has none. The thought of having ruin'd 
thoſe he loves, is miſery for ever to him. Wou'd I 
could eaſe his- mind of that! NS ity * 
Char. If he alone were ruin'd, *twere juſt he ſhou'd 
be puniſn'd. He is my brother, tis true; but when 
I think of what he has done; of the fortune you 
brought him ; of his own large eſtate too, ſquander'd 
away upon this vileſt of paſſions, and among the vileſt 
of wretches! O! I have no patience! My own little 
fortune is untouch'd, he fays. Wou'd I were ſure 
.. rw Your ien 
Mrs. Bev. And fo you may——"twou'd be a fin to 
doubt it. © =P | LR SS 3 
Char. I will be ſure on't—'twas madneſs in me to 
give it to his management. But Þ'Il demand it from 
3 this morning. I have a melancholy occaſion 
. Jor't. 3 | | e 
Mrs. Bev. What occafion 7 | 
* Char. To ſupport a filter, 8 
Mrs. Bev. No; I have no need on't. Take it, and 
N f reward 
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reward a lover with it. The generous Lew/on deſerves . 
much more. Why won't you make him happy ? 
Char. Becauſe my ſiſter's miſerable. , 1 | 
Mrs. Bev, You maſt not wa ſo. I have my 
jewels left yet. PItclt em to ſupply our wants; an 
when als gone, theſe hands half ot for our ſupport. 
The ſhould be induſtrious—— Why thoſe ** 


Charlotte ̃ | | 
Char. 'They flow i in pity for you. * 
Mis. Bev. All may be well When he Fas no-- 


thing to loſe F ſhall fetter _ in theſe arms again; and 
then what is it to be 


bar. Cure him of but cls deſtructive paſſion, and 
my uncle's death may retrieve all yet. 
Mrs. Bev. Ay, Charlotte, cou d we cure him. * | 
the diſeaſe of play admits no cure but poverty; and 
the loſs of another fortune wou'd but encreaſe his ſhame 
and his affliction. | Will Mr. Zevuaſen call this morn- 
erna 
| 1 He ad hp lat abt: He gave me hints, - 
. that he had ſuſpicions of our friend Srately. 
Mrs. Bev. Not of treachery to my truſband ; that he 
loves play, I Know but furety he's honeſt: 
< Char.” He. would- fain be thought ſo; therefore I 
doabe him. Honeſty needs no pains to fer itſelf off. 

Enter Lucy. | 


Mis. Bev. What now, Lucy ® NY 
Lucy. Your old ſteward, "madam. I had not the 
heart+o deny him admittance, the good old man beggd 
ſo hard for t. [Ei Lucy. 
Enter Jarvis. 
Mrs. Bew. 1 mi well, Jarvis? I deſired. you td 
avoid me. 
Jar. Did you; f, I am an old man, and had 
PCA Perhaps, too, you forbad my tears; but I am 
old, madam, and age will be fo 
Mrs. Bev. The faithful creature! how he moves me. 
e 
Cbar. Not to have ſeen him had been cruelty. 
25 I have forgot _— apartments, too. I rement- | 
4 d 


— 
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ber none ſuch in my young maſter's houſe ; and yet I 
have liv'd in't theſe five and twenty years. * N 
father would not have diſmiG'd rw. 
Mrs. Bew. He had no reaſon, Jarvis. 
Far. I was faithful to him while he liv'd, and when 
he dy'd, he bequeath'd me to his ſon. I have "nom 
Faithful to him, too. ; 
Mrs. Bev. I know it, I know i it, Jari. 

Char. We both know i n 

Jar. Iam an old man, "madam, and have not a lon 
time to live. I aſ d but to have dy d with him, 
he difmifs'd me. 


Mrs, Bev. Prichee no more of this i cu. hi: poverty 
"> diſmiſs'd yon. 
Jar. Is he indeed ſo poor, then I- Oh! — a 
joy of my old heart But muſt his credi tors have 
all?—And have they ſold his houſe, too ? his father 
built it when he was hot 0 pos ting ng dex. The times 
"_ 1 have 3 in theſ 4 And, Rr" Ws 
ays when a beggar charity of me, W. — 
ſhould peopl e be poar? You ſhan't be poor, 
if Trays 2 o-body ſhould be poor. . 
And An he was ſo brave !——O he was a 
_ e little boy ! and yet ſo merciful he'd not have 
kill'd the gnat "that ſtung him. 
Mrs. Bev. Speak to ham, Charlotte; for I cannot. 
© Char. When I have wip'd m 
Jar. I have a little money, _— it might ght have 
been more, bar I have lov'd the poor. All that Thave 


is 

Mrs. Bev. No, Jarvis; we have —— yet. I 
thank you, though, and will deſerve your neſs. 
.. _ "Bat mall I ſee my maſter ? — | he let me 
attend him in his. diſtrefles ? 7 to 
him; and tuill kill me to be refuſed. Where is he, 


eo 3s 


Mrs. Bev. Not at home, Jarvis. .You ſhall ſee him 
another time. 

Char. To-morrow, or as next 4 Jarvis 
What a * is here! 


* | Far, 
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Far. A change indeed, madam ! ! my old heart akes 
a1 It. And yet, methinks——But here's ſomebody 


coming. 

Fw — avith Stukely. | | 
Lag. takely, madam. . [Exit. 
HC Weak morning to you, ladies. Mr. Jarvis, 

your ſervant. Wherss my friend, madam? 

[To Mrs. Bev. 

Mrs. Bew. 1 mould have aſk'd that queſtion of you. 

Have you ſeen him Re No 7 

Stu. No, madam: | b 

Char. Nor laſt ni | 

Sen. . a de notcome home then? 

Mis. Bev you not together? 

Su. At the N of the evening; ; but not ſince. 

Where can he have ſtaid 7 
Cher. Vou call yourſelf his friend, ür; 1 do you 


encourage him in this madneſs of g? 
Stu. You Jay alk d me that queſtion before aide . 


yp 2 8 was that T could not ſave. 
Mr. Ber r madam ; 5 and if the moſt 
"ety ea 


u him, I have no 
75 . has 12 is, Even to the in- 
Tee 


8 


fortune. If that has been en 
e ben ſure ; but I meant it to retrieve bim. ce 
rs. Bev. I don't doubt it, fir and A 
nasa did yu leave him laſt night? 
Stu, AtWilfor's, madam, if Lought to tell; in com- 
y TI did not Hike. Poffibly he may be there ſtill. 
Mie 2 knows the houſe, I. dene. 
N Shall 1 go, madam? _. 
i Fes. Ben. No he may take it ill. 
_© Char. He may go as from himſelf, . 

Stu. And, if he pleaſes, madam, without naming 
me. Tam faulty myſelf, and mould conceal the er- 
vors 19 fer, But 1 can refuſe nothing here. 

[ Bowing to the Ladies. 
Jer. wou'd fain ſee him, methinks. 
Mrs. Bev. Do ſo, then. But take care how you 
br him. I have _ upbraided him. 7 
5 ar. 
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Je. Wou'd I cou'd bring him comfort! 
_ . 
Stu. Don't be too much alarm'd, madam. All 
men have their errors,. and their times of ſeeing em 
Perhaps my friend's time is not come yet. But he has 
an uncle; and old men don't live for ever. You- 
ſhou'd' look forward, madam ; we are taught how to 
value a ſecond fortune by the loſ' of a firſt. 
[Knocking at the door. 
Mrs. Bev, © Hark | —No—that knocking was too 
rude for Mr. Beverley. Pray Heaven he be well! 
Stu. Never doubt it, madam. . You. ſhall be well, 
too — Every ching ſhall be well. [Knocking again. 
Mrs. Beu. The knocking is a little loud, tho 
Who waits there? Will none of. you anſwer : None 
of you, did I ſay ?—— Alas L what was I Sinking of: 
Al had forgot myſelf. 
Char. I'Il go, aer But don t be alarm'd Ge. 
* Exit. 
Sew. What accident ve ou. fear, 
: extraordinary ha 7 to 


Mrs. Bev. I beg your perde; but. 'tis ever thus 
with me in Mr, Bewer 


ley's abſence... No one knocks 
at the door, but I fancy it is x meſſenger of ill news. 

Stu. You are too fearful, madam. ;. *twas but one 

night of abſence ; and if il thoughts intrude (as love 
is always doubrful) think of your worth and atx, 
_ and drive em from your breaſt. 

Mrs. Bev. What thoughts ? f have np thoughts that 
wrong my huſband. 

Stu. Such thoughts indeed would wrong him. The 
world is full of ſlander; and every wretch that knows 
himſelf unjuſt, charges his neighbour with like pat- 
ions, and by the general frailty hides his own If 
you are wiſe, and wou'd be happy, turn a deaf ear to 
iuch reports. Tis ruin to believe em. 

Mrs. Bev. Ay, worſe than ruin. Twould be to fin 
againſt conviction. Why was it mention*&? _ -- 

Sta. To guard you againſt rumour. The ſport of 
half mankind is miſchicf; and for a fingle error 


they _ 
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they make men devils. Ann 


believe em. 

Mrs. Bev. What tales? by whom ? why told ? + 

have heard nothing—or if I had, with all his errors, 
my 's firm faith admits no doubt Is it my 
addy, my ſeat of reſt and joy, while the ſtorm threatens 
round me. Fll not — it. [Stukely fgbs and - 
looks down} Why turn you, fir, away? n chat 
ſigh ?. 
A Stu. Las attentive, - Madam - and fi ghs will come 
we know not Why. Perhaps I have —.— too buſy - 
If it ſhould ſeem ſo, impute my zeal to 2 
that meant to guard you againſt evil ton Vour 
Beverley is wrong d, 4 rd moſt vilely—My life 
upon his. truth. 

Mrs. Bew. And mine too. Who is't 8 
it? But no matter I am d, fir Vet wh 
this caution ?—You are my huſband's friend; I thin 
you mine too ; the common friend of both. [Panſes] 
1 had been anconcern'd. elſe... . - 

Siu. For Heaven's ſake, madam, be 10 Riu | f3 
meant to guard you againſt ſuf 1 to alarm it. 

Mrs. Bew. Nor have you, Who told you of . 
ſuſpicions I have a — it cannot reach. 

Stu. Then I am happy——1I 1 "os en- but 


am prevented. 
Euter Charlone, 

Mrs. Bev. Who was it, Charlotte 1 

Char. What a heart has that Jarvis /—A 9 
ſiſter. But the good old man has taken him away 
Don't diſtreſs his wife ., don't diſtreſs his ſiſter! 1 
could hear him ſay. Ti crael to diſtreſs. the Wo 
And when he' faw me at the. door, he begg 
pardon that his friend had knock'd ſo loud. 


Stu. I with. I Arn. Was in a large 


demand, madam? .. 
\ Char. L heard not chat; * viſits ſach as theſe, we 


muſt expect often.—Why ſo. diſtreſs d, ſiſter? this is 
no new affliction. 


* Bev. No Charlette ; but la am faint with watch⸗ 


ing Jn 
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ite funk and fpiritleſs—WiH you excuſe me, 
fir ? PU to my chamber, and try to reſt a little. 
Stu. Good thoughts go with you ; madam. | 
IX. Mrs. Bev. 
: My bai is ta taken then. L..] Poor Mrs Beverley 
g's He BS to ſex her thus * 
Cure and be a friend then. 
Sta. How cure her, madam ? 

Chay. Reclaim my brother. 

Sts. Ay; Mar EX ew-croation f or rache a- 
nother ſoul into him. PH think * t, madam. Ad- 
vice I fee is thankleſs. _ 

Char. Uſeleſs I am ſure RY if thro” miſtaken 
friendſhip, or other motives, you feed his paſſion with 
your urſe, and ſooth it by example. clans to 


P 
cure from the patient's thirſty hp the cup 


that won'd” en ame him; you give it to his hands — 
62 Knocking.) ) Hark Sir-=—theſe are my brother's * 
perate ſymptoms—— Another creditor. 

Stu. One not ſo eaſily got rid 0 — What, * 4 
a Lutter Lewſon. 
Te. Madam, your ſerrant-Vour , fr. I was 
er for you at you lod 


187 
his morning? 12 5 
Lew. Yoult call it 


2 avorke name, A 
Where s Mr. Beverley, madam 


Char. We have fent to 


Lew. Is he abroad then 
ſo early. 
* Char, No; oe Rh Wen Rs ©. - - 
- Leewv. Is that the caſe? I am forry for it. But Mr. 
Btutely, F aps, may direct you to him. 
Stu. I have already, 0 what was your bu- 
 fineſs _— me ? - 2 
© Lewv. To congratulate you upon your ucceſſes 
at play. Poor Beverly ! but you are his friend; and 
there's a comfort in having ſuccefsful friends. 
+ Sea. 1 1 to underſtand by this? rich 
Lew. That Beverley's A man, with - 
friend That's all. 8 


oi For him | 
did not vote te 80 out 


Stu. 
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S. Vour words wou'd menn- ſamething; I ſuppoſe. ; 
Another time, fir, I ſhall-defire an explanation. 


Lew. And hy not now? I am no dealer in long 
ſentences. A minute or two will do for me.. 
Stu. But not for me, fir. I am flow of apprehen- 
_ 'fiorr, and maſt have time and privacy. A lady*spre- 

ſenee engages my my attention—Another- ny I may 
be found at home. 


Lew. Another morning then P11 wait upon you. 5 
FS. "Tall expeR you, fir. — 6 

a | A * OP. 

"= Char. Wannen yon by this 7+ \ 2 

1 Leo. To hit to bm thar 1 Kno bin. 9 

Char, How d him ? . "doubt and fuppoſi- 


tion! | 
"4 aer throw! - 


e halt have 
Char. And what then? wow'd riſk life wo 
be his peniſhe?? / your your | 
Lew. My Md naa dt be Sad. d yet 
— in your concern for me. But let it con- 

tent you that I know this n 
o make him honeſt as brave. | 
Char. And what do you intend to de? 
Lew. Nothing, till I have proof. Vet iny feſpi- 
cions are well -but methanks, -madam, I 
am acting here without au! Con dL have leave 
to call Mr. Beverly brother, his concerns would be my 
on. Why will yor' make my ſervices appear 1 
cious ? 

Char. Vou know my redes asd thou'd not reſs 
me. But I am cold, you ſay; and cold 1 be, 
- white a poor ſiſter's de itute My heart bleeds 
for her ! and till I ſee her ſorrouse moderated, Jove 
has no joys for me. 

Lew. Can I be leſs a friend by being « brother ? I 
-would not ſay an unkind * pillar of 
vour -houſe is ſhaken. Prop it with another, and it 
mall ſtand firm again — You muſt comply. 

- Char. And will— hen 1 have pence within myſelf. 
-Dut ket've Vlningo the Tubjoth—Tour bulngls hore: Wis 


* 
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morning is with my ſiſter... Misfortunes preſs too hard 
upon her: Yet-wull —— ſhe has born em nobly. 

- Lew. Where is ſhe? 

Char. Gone to her chamber —Her ſpirits fal'd . 


her. 
Let ot has paſs'd with 


Lew. I hear her coming— 
 Stukely be a ſecret——She has. already too much to 


trouble her. 
Eater Mrs. Beverley. 
Mrs, Bev. Good morning, fir ; I heard es 
and as I thought, OY for me —— where's Mr. 
S tukely, Charlotte? 
Char. This moment ae Was have been in 
tears, ſiſter, but here's a friend ſhall. comfort you. 
Lew. Or if I add to your diſtreſſes, I'll beg your 
pardon, madam The fale of your houſe and furni- 
ture was fiuiſſi d. yeſterday· Lan bs 
Mrs Bev. Fknow it, fir. I know: too your gene- 
rous reaſon, for putting me in mind of it, But. you 
have obliged me too much already... 0 
- Lew. Theſe are trifles, madam,.which I know vou 
have ſet a value on: thoſe I have purchas'd, and Nl . 
deliver. I have a friend too that eſteems you— He 
has bought largely; and.-will call nothing his, till he 
has ſeen you. If a vifit-to. him would not be painful, 
he has begg'd it may be this morning. 
Mrs. Bev Not painful in the leaſt. My pain is from 
the kindneſs of my friends. Why am. I to be oblig . d | 
beyond the power of return ? | 
Lew. You fhall repay us at your own gie. I have - 
a coach waiting at the — Shall we have your com- 
pany, madam ? [Zo Char. 
Char. No... My brother may return oon; I'll tay | 
and receive him. 
Mrs Bev... He may want, a comforter; perhaps. 
But don't upbraid him, Charlotte. We ſhan't be 
abſent long Come, fir, ſince I muſt be ſo oblig'd. 
Lew. Tis I that am oblig'd. An hour or leſs will 
be ſufficient for us. We mall find you at home, ma- 
. [Te Char, and exit with Mrs. Bev. 


Char * 
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+ Char. Certainly. - I have but little inclination to 
appear abroad—O ! this brother! this brother! to 
what wretchedneſs has he reduc'd us. i 


8 CEN E changes to Stukely's e. 8 
iter Stukely, | 


Stu. That Lewſ/on ſuſpects me, tis too plak Vet 
why ſhou'd he ſuſpett me ?—T appear the d of. 
Beverley as much as he.— But I am rich it . 
ſo Jam; thanks to another's folly and my own-wiſdom. . 
To what uſe is wiſdom, but to take advantage of the 
weak? This Beverley's my fool; I cheat him, and he 
calls me friend But more bulineſs muſt be done 
yet. His wife's jewels are unſold ; ſo is the rever- 
fon of his. uncle's eſtate. I. muſt have theſe too 
And then there's a treaſure-above all -I love his 
wife — Before ſhe knew this Beverley I lov'd her; but 
like a. cringing fool, bow'd at: a diſtance; while he 
Rept in and won her- Never, never will I forgive 
him for't. My pride, as well as love, is wound by 
this conqueſt. I muſt have vengeance. Thoſe hints, 
this morning, where well thrown in—— Already they 
Have faſten'd on her. If jealouſy, ſhou'd weaken her 
affeftions, want may 'corrupt her virtue—My heart 
rejoices inthe hope — Theſe jewels may do much. He 
Jball demand 'em of her; which, when mine, ſhall be 
converted to.ſpecial purpoſes—— What now, Bates? 

f Emer Bates. 

Bates. Is it a wonder chen ta ſee me ? The forces 
are all in readineſs, and only wait for . Where's 
Beverley ? 

Stu. At laft night's rendezvous, waiting for me. 
Is Dawſon with you? 
. Bates. Dreſs'd like a nobleman ; with money in his 
pocket, and a ſet of dice that ſhall deceive the devil. 
Stu. That fellow has a head to undo a nation. But 
for the reſt, they are ſuch low-manner'd, ill-looking 
dogs, I wonder Beverley has not ſuſpected em. 
Bates, No matter for manners and looks. Do you 


4 | _ fupply 
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fapply em with money, and they are gentlemen by 

1 aſſion of 10 e feen a mi 

ore the eyes, that the nobteman ſhall be ſurrounded 

with Harpers, and imagine himſelf i in the beſt of com- 
any 7. C 

K Stu. There” $ that Willems, t00— It was he, I ſap- 
oſe, that call'd at Beverly s with the note this morn- 
ng. What directions did you gi e him? 

Bates: To knock loud, and be clamorous. Di 
not you ſee him? 

Su. No. The foo! meak- d off wich Farvie. Had 
ke appear'd within doors, as directed, the note had 
been diſtharg*d. I waited there on purpoſe. I want 
the women to think well of me; for Lew/on's grown 
Juſpicious; he told me ſo himſelf. 

ates. What anfwer did you make him? 
Stu. A hort one That I wou d fee him * 
farther explanation. 
© © Bates. e mut take care bf Him. | Pet What kavk 
we to do wich | Beverley ? Dawſon.and the reſt are won- 
dering at 
' +=" Why 1 tet em wonder. I habe deſigns above 
heir narrow reach. They ſee me lend kin money; 
and they ftare at me. But they are fools. I want him. 

to believe me Depgare by him. | 
© Bates. And what hen 


Stu. Ay, there's the queſtion ; bur no matter. At 


night you may know more. He waits for me at Wil- 
ns. I told the women where to find him. 
Barer. To what © orb 

Fu. To fave fu cion. It took'd friendly; and 
they thank'd me. Old Jaruis was diſpatch'd to him. 
; Vans. And may intreat him home. 

Stu. No; he expects money from me: but I'll hau 
none. His wife's jewels maſt go Women are eaſy 
creatures, and refuſe nothing where they love 
Follow to Men's; but be ſure he ſees you not.. You: 
are'a man of character, you know ; of prudence and 
diſcretion. © Wait for me in an outer room; I mall 
have buſinefs for you preſently.” — Hi” fir ;. 


Let 


. 
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Let drudging fools. by honefty grow graat: | 
' The ſhorter road to riches is deceit. ad (Exeunt. 
Py — — —— LN — 
WB 1 fe gn 4 | 
SCENE « Gaming Hoxſe, ib Tall, Bax, 
Dice, c. 
Beverley is diſcover'd fitting. 
Bew. HY, what a world i is this ! The ſlave, that 


dips for gold, receives his daily pittance, 
and ſleeps contented; while thoſe, for _— he la- 
bours, convert their good to miſchief; making abun- 
dance the means of want, O ſhame! ſhame!—Had 
fortune given me but à little, that little had been &3: 
my own. But plenty leads, to waſte; and ſhallow 
ſtreams maintain their currents, while felling rivers 
beat down their banks, and leave their changels em 


What had I to do ? Iwanted n 
wiſhes and in a Play 


| rn Gps 2a» 
me with b love ſeatter d roſes. L wy 5 
low, 2 1 


bee ht! that leads to what I was 125 what an 
—1 forget both——— Who's there? | 
* ; — Waiter. ed 3 

NMait. A eman, you. 
1 Fas He might have us'd Ie e  Stakeley, 

? 
| "it. No, fir, a franger. e pt PT WD 
Bev. Well, ſhew him in. * [Exit Waiter. 
A meſſenger from Stuten, then ! from that has 
undone me !—— Yet all in friendſhip; and now he 
lends me from his N to being hac DTS ns, 

ater 


Jarvis Way this incruſigg .- Your abſence had 
kr. it; it be 13 


er came in duty, 
Bev. It iI wou d be private hid even from 
myſelf. Who ſent you hither? my 


by of * * 2 
; ar 
» 


ual. The poor. g; My 
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Jar. One that wou'd perſuade you home again... 
My miſtreſs is not well; her tears told me fo. 


* 


Bev. Go with thy duty there then But does 
© ſhe weep? Iam to blame to let her weep.” Pr'ythee 
be gone: I have no buſineſs for thee. 

Jar. Yes, ſir; to lead you from this place. I am 

ſervant ſtill. Your prof fortune bleſs'd my 
old age. If that has left you, I muſt not leave you. 

Bev. Not leave me! Recall paſt time then; or 
through this ſea of ſtorms and en ſhew me. a 
ſtar to guide me——But what can ſt thou? 
Jur. The little that T'can, Iwill. You have been 
generous to me—T wou'd not offend you, fir, —but— 

Bt. No. ' Think thou Pd ruin thee, too! I 
have enough of ſhame already —— My wife! My wife! 
Woud'ſt thou believe it, Jarvis? I . her 
all 88 long night——I, who have loy'd her fo, that 
every I fs ſence feem'd as a 77 in life. Bur 
ut. 88580 have held cop + have play'd the 
ping my counters in the ſtream; and reachl- 
bu 55 * Have "loft, myſelf; y wilt 

nt. Fic follow miſery? Or if thou wilt, go to thy mi- 
©trefs. | She has no guilt to * her, and therefore 
may be co mforted.” 

Jar. For pity ſake, fr I have no heart to 
ſee this chan 


Bev, N or I to beirit=—How ſpeaks the world of 
me, Jar? © 
. Far. As of a good man dead. of one, who walk 

ing in a dream, fell down a  prefipice. The world is 

Torry for 

Bev. Ay, and pities me. 

was born w WRA n tell thee what it ſays. It 
calls me villain ; a treacherous hufband; a cruel fa- 
ther; ; a falſe brother; one loſt to nature and her cha- 
Tities. Or to ſay all in one ſhort word, it calls me 
| Gameſter. Go to thy miſtreſs —I'll ſee her preſently. 
"Far. And why not now? Rude people: preſs upon 
her ;+Joud, bawling creditors; wheres who Fong no 
pitz—L met one at the door; he.wou'd have * 

| miſtreſs. . 


it if not 10“ But 1 
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miſtreſs. I wanted means of preſent payment, fo pro- 
mĩs' d it to-morrow. But others may be pre 

ſhe has grief enough already. Your ence hangs 

roo heavy on her. 

Rey. Tell her I'lt come, then. Thave a moment” 
buſineſs. But what haſt thou to do with my diſtreſſes ? 
Thy honefty has left thee poor ; and age wants com- 
fort. Keep what thou haſt for cordials; leſt between 
thee and the grave, miſery ſteal in. T have a friend 
mall counſel me—— This is that friend. 

" © Eater Stakely. ' my 

Stu. How. fares it, Rewerley 2 "Elonef Mr. Jarvis, 
well met; I hop'd to find you here. , That viper ik 
liams ! Was it hot he that troubted you this morning 
Jar. My miltreſs. heard him then ?——T am 2 


that fre heard him. 

_ Bev. Aud Jarvis protnis'd pa g 

Stu. That muſt not be. Telt him-PIT Roper 
2 Will you, fir-?. Heaven will reward you for't. 

ev, Generous : Stukely / Friendfhip Bits Yours: had 
it abillty like wil, ed mare chan balance the 
wrongs of fortune. 

Ser. You think too kindly, of me— Make Rae 0 
Williams ; his clamours may 1 rude elſe. [Te far. 

Jar. And my maſter will go home again A 


. fr, we know of hearts there breaking | for his abſence. 


It. 
Be. wWou'd I were dead! 

Stu. © Or tarn'd hermit; counting 2 ſcring of Beads 
© in a dark cave ; or under a wee pag willow; e 
for mercy on the wicked. "4 Hat hat tal: 
be a man, and leave dyi ying to diſeaſe and 4. 
Fortune may be ours again ; at leaſt we'll try 1 
Bev. No; it has fool'd bs on too far. 

Sex. Ay, ruin d us; and therefore we'll fit down 
contented, Theſe are the deſpondings of men with- 
vut money; but let the ſhining ore chink in the 
pocket, and fally turns to wiſdom; We are Fortune's 
children True, ſhe's a fickle mother; but ſhall 
we * becauſe ſhe's ror the has _ 


© * „ 


yment, 
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in ſtore. And theſe her frowns are meant to bright- 
ten em. 

Bev. Is this a time for levity? But you are ſingle 
in the ruin, and therefore may talk lightly of it, 
With me tis complicated miſery. 

Stu. You cenſure me unjuſtly—T but aſſumed theſe 
ſpirits to cheer my friend. Heaven knows he wants 
a comforter. | 
Bev. What new misfortune! 9 

Stu. I wou'd have brought you money; * lenders 
want ſecurities. What's to be done? All that was 
mine is yours already. . 

Bev. And there's the double weight that links me. 
I have undone my friend, too; one, who to ſave a 
drowning wretch, reach'd out his hand, and 1 
with kim. | 

Stu. Have better thoughts, 
ve Whence are they to proceed? I dave noting 
Stu, [Sig rhing ] Then we're indeed undone. What 
arne N No moveables ? Nor uſeleſs trinkets ? Baw- 

: 1 72 to ſtarve their owners 2—1 
have — for you. 
Bes. Therefore is heart-ake ; for I am loſt be- 
yond all hope. 
„ Sen. No; means may be found to fave us. Farwvis 
| 3s rich. Who made him ſo? This is no time for cere- 


mony. 1 
Bow. And is it for diſhoneſty ? The good old gan! 
dall I rah him too? My friend wou'd grieve for't, 
t the little chat he has, buy food * cloathing 
rnĩng, then. _ 8 
Why then morni . 
22. And . we SY a 28. ri (FM 
was I that tempted you. N fo; and tel 
have wrong d you—He has ft 1 ATA of me, 
and will thank you. |. 
8 Dev., No; we have been. companions in a raſh 
8 J and the ſame ſtorm has wreck'd on both. 
Mine ſhall be ſelf-upbraidings. 


Stu. 
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Stu. And will they feed us? You deal ankindly by 
me. I have fold _ borrow'd for you, while land | 
or credit laſted; and now, when fortune ſhould be try d. 
and my heart whiſpers me ſucceſs, I am Ceferted f 


turn'd looſe to beggary, while vou have hoards. 
Bev. What boards! Name em, and take "em. 
Stu. Jewels. 
Bev. 8 r rn them too 
ſhe ? I wou'd'not 
Stu. Nor I, but from neceſſity. One effort more, | 
and Fortune may kind. I have unuſual = 
Bev. Thank of other means, then. 
Stu. I have; and you rejected em. 5 F 
Bev. Pr'ythee let me be a man. "ih 
Stu. Ay, and your friend a poor one. But I have 
done. And for theſe trinkets of a woman, why, let 
n ide with, and ſhew a 
laughing world that ſhe has to ſtarve itt, * 2 
Bev. No; ſhe ſhall yield up all. My friend de- 
mands it. But need he have'rall*d-1i tly of her? 
The jewels that ſhe values are truth and innocence 
Those will adorn her ever; and fbr the reſt, ſhe wore 
em for a huſband's pride, and to his wants will give 
dem. Alas! you know her not. Where ſhall we 
meet ? 
Stu. No matter. I have chang'd my mind. Leave 
me to a priſon :" tis the reward of friendſhip. 
Bev, Periſh mankind firſt—Leave — a priſon ! 
No; fallen as you ſee me, Pm not that wretch. Nor 
wou'd I change this heart, o'er charg'd as tis with 
folly and misfortune, for one moſt pradent and moſt 
happy, if callous to a friend's diſtreſſes. 
1. You are too warm. | 
Bev. In ſuch a cauſe, act te be wurm i to be fro- 
zen. Farewell. I'll meet you at your lodgings. 
$r#. Reflect a little. The jewels: may be oft. Vet- 
ter not hazard em I was too 
Bev. And I ungrateful. Reflection takes up time: 
I have no lexfure for's. Within an W 
xt 
tu. 
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Stu. The thoughtleſs, ſhallow .prodigal! We hall 
have ſport at ni 9 d. The jewels are 
not ours yet The lady may refuſe em The. huſ- 
band may relent, more than probable 
PII write a note to: Beverley, and the — ſhall 
ſpur him to demand em Bat am I grown this 
rogue thro' avarice? No; I have warmer motives, 
love and reven uin the huſband, and the wife's 
virtue may be id for? Tis of uncertain value, and 
* finks, or riſes in the purchaſe, as want, or wealth, | 
ET governs, The poor cheaply. with it ; 
* rich dames, tho' pleas'd with felling, will have high 
prices for t. Your love-ſick girls give it for oaths 
and lying. But tender wives, who boaſt of hanour 
© and affections, keep it. againſt famine—Why, let 
: Fame mess: I am in haſte to purchaſe.” 
Enter Bates. | 


Look to your men: Bates ; there's money ſtirring. 
We meet to- night u * this ſpot. Haſten and tell 
em ſo. Beverley calls upon me at my lodgings, and 


we, return ether Hallen. I ſay, the rogues will 
ſcatter elſe. * 
Bates. Not till their leader bids.” em. 
Stu. Come on, then. Give em the word and fol- 
low me; I muſt * with you——This is a day of 
buſineſs Ws Mon: 


SCE NE _ to Beverley's Lodgings. 


Enter Beverley and Charlotte. 


| Char. Your looks are chang'd, too; there's wild- 
neſs in em. My wretched er! How. will It grieve 
her to ſee you thus ! 

Bev. No, no——a little reſt will eaſe. me. And 
for your Lewſox's kindneſs to her, it has my thanks ; 
I have no more to give him. 

Char. Yes; a woes and her fortuns. I trifle with 
him and he complains My looks, he ſays, are 
cold upon him. He thinks too 

Bans That I have loſt your fortune Hie dares 
not think ſo. i 

F. 
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| Char. Nor does he——You are 200 quick at gueſſ- 
ing. He cares not if you had. That care is mine 
I lent it you to huſband, and now I claim it. 

Bev. You have ſaſpicions, then ? | 

Char. Cure 'em, and give it me. 

Bev. To ſtop a ſiſter's chiding. 

Char. To vindicate her — 

Bev. How if he needs no vindication ? 

- Char. I wou'd fain hope ſo. 

Bev. Ay, wou'd and cannot. Leave it to time, 
then; *twill ſatisfy all doubts. 

| Char. Mine are already ſatisfy d. 1 

Bev. Tis well. And when the ſubject is renew'd, 
ſpeak to me like a ſiſter, and T will anſwer like a 
brother. | 
Char. To tell me Pm a beggar. —Why, tell it now. 
I that can bear the ruin of *thole dener to me, the 
ruin of a ſiſter and her infant, can bear that too. 
| Brew. No more of this—you' wring my heart. 

Char. Wou'd that the 4 al mans were all own? 
But innocence muſt ſuffer—Unthinking rioter ! whoſe 
home was Heaven to him; 'an — Freie there, and 
a little cherub, that — fy: his v Eos wich bleſſings— 
How he has loſt this Heaven to l with devils! 

Bev. Forbear, I. ſay; reproaches come too late; 
they ſearch, but cure not: fortune you 
demand, we'll talk to-morrow on't ; our tempers may 
be milder. 

Char. Or, if 'tis gone, a all. Lelaim'd 
it for a ſiſter. She holds -my heart in her's; and 
every pang ſhe feels tears it in pieces*-But I'll upbraid 
no more. What Heaven permits, perhaps, it may 
ordain; and ſorrow then is finful.* Yet that the 
huſband?! father! brother! ſhould be its inſtruments 
of vengeance !— Tis us to know that. 

Bev. If you're my fiſter, 1 * the telmombrance 
—it wounds too deeply. morrow ſhall clear 
all; and when the with in knows; it may be better 
than your fears. Comfort my wife ; and for the pains 
of abſence, I'll make atonement. The world may yet 
go well with us. * 

ar. 
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Char. See where ſhe comes !———Look chearfully 

upon. dera echo, dh as her's are prying, and 

lend thoſe eyes that read the ſoul. [ 
, Enter Mrs. n, * Lewſon, 

Mrs. Bev. My liſe! 0 

Bev. My love! how fare ie? I have been x truant | 
huſband. 

Mrs. Bo. Bebe eos and that heals ”" "il 
Doubts and alarms I have had; but in this dear em- 
brace I bury and forget 'em— My friend here (unf 
ing to Lewſon) has been indeed a friend. CB, 
tis you muſt than im: your brother's thanks and 
mine are of too little value. i 

Av. Vet what we have we'll pay. | I'thank'you; 
fir, and am oblig'd. I wou'd ſay more, but that 
bee be wie RE 2. t s follies. 
— I been wiſe, err on park 

UR9o7 72111 17 0944 ? 

2 Nor has the- <> 2H The line 1 have 
* N * 5 BG 


Mrs.” Bev. —ů ; ions by firiving 1 
conceal em We'll talk another tine on't. 
Von are too th I. love. oy WE 
Bev. No, I have reaſon far theſe 1 _ 
"Char. r . 
chat, too! | 192 
Bev. 1 have——The cauſe was avarice. 

_ Char. And who the tempter ? 
Bev. A ruin'd friend——ruin'd by too tuch kind. 


nefs. 
— raintds fad'd in his fame; 


Tea. 
mortally fab'd—Riches can't cure him. 
' Bows Or if they cou'd, thoſe I have drain · A him ef. 
Something of this he hinted in the m | —T hat | 
Lewſon had fufpicions of _—— theſe 

* 


Low. At ſchool we knew this Seadely. Alcunning 
plodding boy he was, fordid and cruel, flow at his 
taſk, but quick at mma, ob ben 
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| 
out miſchief, that others might be puniſh'd; and 
wou'd tell his tale with ſo much art, that for the laſh 
he merited, rewards and praiſe were given him. Shew 
me a boy with ſuch a, mind,”and time that ripens man- 
hood in him; ſhall ripen vice, too Il prove him, and 
lay him open t' you Till then be warn'd——L 
know him, and therefore ſnun him. 
Bev. As I wou'd thoſe that wrong him——You 
are too 4 —4 | Re” 
Mrs. Bev. No, not too ——Miktaken, perhap 
EA 
t * 1 
Thou'd be ſo plac'd! 4 

Bev. Again, fir! but I'll bear, too——You wrong 
him, Lesen, and will be ſorry fort. 

Char. Ay, when 'tis prov'd he wrongs him, The 
world 1s full of hy tes. 

Bev. And Salah one ſo you'd infer, I think 
I'll hear no more of this——my heart ales for 
him l have undone him. 

Lew. The world ſays otherwiſe. 
- Bev. The world, is "falſe, then——I have. buſineſs 
with you, love, = Mrs. 1 we'll leave em to 

their rancour. [ Going 
— Come this v way, fir. 17 + Lewſon. 

Lew. Another * my „ friend will thank me; that 
time is haſtening [Ex. Lew. and Char. 

Bev. They * me beyond bearing Is Stukely 


falſe ? then 2 has left us ! twere finning againſt 
Heaven to think ſo. 


Mrs. Bev. N 4 

Bev. No; you are charity, W 
during patience live in that heart, and love that 
knows no change Why did I ruin ? 

Mrs. Bev. You. have not ruin'd me. I have no 
wants when you are preſent, nor wiſhes in your ab- 
ſence but to be bleſt with your return. Be but refign'd 
to what has happen'd, and I am rich beyond the 
dreams of avarice. 


B x Bev. 
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Bev. My generous girl !—But memory will be 
buſy ; ftill cronding on 4 thoughts, to 2 the pre- 
— by the paſt. I have another pang, too. i 

Mrs. Bev. Tell it, and let me cure it. l 

Bev. That friend that generous friend, whoſe 
fame they have traduc'd——t have undone him too. 
While he had means he lent me largely ; ; and now a 
priſon muſt be his portion. 

Mrs. Bev. No; I hope otherwiſe! 


Be. To hope muſt be to act. The charitable with 
feeds not the hungry- Something muſt be done. . 


Mrs. Bev. What); 


Bev. In bitterneſs: of heart he told me, juſt now 
he told me, I had undone him. Cou'd I hear that, 
and think of happineſs ? no; I have diſclaim'd it, 
while he is miſerable. 

Mrs. Bev. The world may ev with us, and then 
we may be grateful, There's comfort 1n that hope. 

Bev. Ay; tis che ſick man's cordial, his promis'd 


cure; whale in Nen it the Pn Kies. —— 
What now? 


| Enter Lucy. FEE + . 
Lucy. A letter, fir. [ Delivers it ard Ex, 
Bev. The hand is Stukely's. 


[ Opens it and reads it to — 
Mrs. Bev. And brings news —.— at leaſt I'll 


hope ſo What ſays love? 


Bev. Why this too much for patience, Yet he 
directs me to conceal it from you. [ Reads, 


Let your haſte to ſee me be the only proof of your efteem for 
me. I bave determin d, fince aue parted, to bid adieu 
to England; chufing rather to forſake my country, 


| than 10 owe my freedons init to the means we tali d of. 


* this a ſecret at home, and haſten to the ruin d 


R. Stukely. 


Ruin d by friendſhip! I muſt relieve or follow him. 


Mrs. Bev. Follow him, did you lay ? then I am 
loſt, indeed ! 


Bev. 
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Bev. O this infernal vice ! how has it ſunk me! a 
vice, whoſe higheſt joy was poor to my domeſtic hap- 
pineſs. Yet how have I purſu'd it! turn'd all my 
comforts to bittereſt pangs ! and all my ſmiles to tears. 
Damn'd, damn'd infatuation l- | 

Mrs. Bev. Be cool, my life! what are the means 
the letter talks of? have you——have I thoſe means ? 
tell me, and eaſe me. I have no life while you are 
wretched. | 

Bev. No, no; it muſt not be. *Tis I alone have 
finn'd ; 'tis I alone muſt ſuffer. You ſhall reſerve 


thoſe means to keep my child and his wrong'd mother 


from want and wretchedneſs. | 
Mrs. Bev. What means? 


Bev. I came to rob you of *em—but cannot—dare 


not—Thoſe jewels are your ſole ſupport—I ſhould be 


more than monſter to requeſt *em. 

| Mrs. Bev. My. jewels ?-trifles, not worth the ſpeak- 
ing of, if weigh'd againſt a huſband's peace; but let 

„ purchaſe that, and the world's wealth is of leſs 

value. 


Bew. Amazing goodneſs ! how little do I ſeem be- 


fore ſuch virtues ! . 

Mrs. Bev. No more, my love. I kept 'em till 
occaſion call'd to uſe em; now is the occafion, and 
I'll refign 'em chearfully. _ $A | 

Bev. Why we'll be rich in love, then. But this 
« excels of kindneſs melts me. Yet for a friend one 
* wou'd do much—He has deny'd me nothing.” 
Mrs. Bev. Come to my cloſet—But let him manage 
wiſely. We have no more to give him. 

Bev. Where learnt my love this excellence ?—* *Tis 
© Heaven's own teaching : that Heaven, which to an 
« angel's form has 3 a mind more lovely.“ I am 
unworthy of you, but will deſerve you better. 


Henceforth my fallies and negledts fball ceaſe, 
And all to come be penitence and peace ; ' 
* 1 We Vice 


- 
1 
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Vice ſhall no more attract me with her charms, 
Nor Pleaſure reach me, but in 2 dear arms. 
[ Exeunt., 


. 7 - hpi: 7 oe i. 
| SCENE Stukely's Lodgings. 
Enter Stukely and Bates. 


St. O O runs the world, Bates. Fools are the 
| natural of knaves ; nature defign'd them 
ſo, when ſhe made lambs for wolves. The laws that 
fear and policy bavy fram'd, nature declaims: ſhe 
knows but two; ; and thoſe are force and cunning, 
The nobler law is force; but then there's danger in't; 
while cunning, like a ſkilful miner, works ſafely and 
unſeen. n 

. Bates. And therefore wiſely. Force * have 
nerves and ſinews; cunning inns neither. The dwarf 
that has it ſhall trip the giant's heels up. 
Stu. And bind him 4 the d. Why, we'll 
| = erect a ſhrine for nature, and be her oracles. Con- 
[ ſcience is weakneſs ; fear made it, and fear maintains 
1 i. . T0 dread of ſhame, inward reproaches, and 
| fictitious burnin N out the phantom. Nature 
knows nane of : her laws are freedom. ; 

s Bates. Sound rod ery and well deliver'd' 
Stu. We are fincere, too, and practice what we 
teach. Let the grave t ſay as much. But now 
to buſineſs. The jewels are diſpos'd of; and Be erley 
again worth money. He waits to count his gold out, 
and then comes hither. If my defign ſucceeds, this 
night we finiſh with him, Go to your lodgings and be 
br {y—You underſtand conveyances, and can make 
ruin ſure. 

Bates. Better to here. The fale af this reverſion 
may be'talk'd of— There's danger i ad ; 

Stu. No, tis the mark I aim We'll thrive 
and * You are the 3 ** there's the 

Pa) ment 
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yment [ Givi 
— ſo you 4 ſhall 


29 
a Pecket-book.] He thinks you rich; 


be. Enquire for tides; and deal 
hardly; *twill look like honefty 


| Bates: How if he ſuſpeRs us | 
Stu. Leave it to me, I 91 and when to 

work upon em. Go to your lodgings; and if we 

come be 1 0 over papers. Talk of a thoughtleſs 


age, of gaming and extravagance; you have a face for't 
Bates. A feeling too that wou'd avoid it. We 


too far; but I have caution'd you. If it ends ill, you'll 
think of me- and ſo adieu [ Exit. 
Stu. This fellow fins by halves; his fears are con- 
Kience to him. Pl] turn theſe fears to uſe. + R 
that "ne ſhame, will till be greater rogues * 
their This ſhall be thought 2 Leu ſon grows 
troub 1 muſt get rid of him. He 
knows to much. I have a tale for Beverley; part of it 
truth, too — He fhall call Lew/or to 2 it 
ſucceeds, tis well; if not, we muſt try other means 
— But here he comes — I muſt diſſemble. 
„ 9 Fl A 
to in a t 
friend! I thought of other . r F 
Bev. No; theſe ſhall | from em 
" boffering notes] Take em and uſe em cautiouſſy 
The world deals-hardly-by us. 
Kt. And ſhall I leave you deſtitute ? No: your 
wants are the Another climate may treat 
me kinder. The ſhelter of to- night takes me from 
this. 
Bev. Let theſe be your ſupport then Vet is there 
need of patting? I may have means again; . 
ſhare em, and live wiſely. 
Sta. No. I ſhou'd tempt you on. Habit is nature 
in me; ruin can't cure it. Even now I wou'd be 


Be 68. hey by expene 


nce as I am, and know- 
m is all that's left us, I am for ven- 
| ring — 1et ſay I am to blame—Yet will this 
little ſupply our wants! No, we muſt put it out to 
uſury. Whether tis madneſs in me, or ſome reſtleſs 
46 B 3 impulſe 
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_ impulle of good fortune, I yet am ignorant; but 
Bev. Take it, and ſucceed then. I'll try no more. 
Stu. Tis ſurely impulſe it pleads ſo ftrongly—— 

But you are cold We'll e'en part here then. And 
for this laſt referve, keep it for better uſes ; I'll have 
none on't. I thank you tho', and will ſeek fortune 
fingly—One thing I had forgot. 

Bev, What is it? 

Stu. Perhaps, twere beſt forgotten. But I am open 
in my nature, and zealous for the honour of my friend 
Leu. en ſpeaks freely of you. 

Bev. Of you I know he does. h 
Stu. I can forgive him for't ; ua for my fiend Pm 

angry. 

Bev. What ſays he of me ? | 

Stu. Thar Charlotte's fortune is embezzled—He 

talks on't loudly. 
Bev. He ſhall be filenc'd then—How heard you of 
it r | 

Stu. From .many. He queltionts Bates about it. 
You muſt account with him, he ſays. 
B.. Or he with me—— and ſoon, too. 

Stu. Speak mildly to him. Cautions are beſt. 

Bev. PI think on't—But whither go you ? 

Stu. From poverty and — No matter 
whither. If fortune changes you 3 hear from me. 

Bev. May tneſe be then. [offering the 
notes,. which he re nn they are your's—— [ 
have ſworn it, x will have nothing Take em 
and uſe em. 

Stu. Singly I will not. My cares are ſor my friend; 
for his loſt fortune, and ruin'd family. All ſep 
intereſts I diſclaim. Together we have fall'n ; ta- 
gether we muſt riſe. My heart, my —— and aftec- 
tions, all will have it ſo. 

Bev. I am weary of being food 

Stu. And ſoam I—Here let us a then—Theſe 
bodings of fortune ſhall all be ſtifled ; I'll call 
em folly, and forget em This one embrace, and then 
farewell. 2 — [ Ofering to aa 
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Bev. No; ſtay a moment——How my —rkiors 
diſtracted! I have theſe bodings too ; but whether 
caught from you, or prompted by my good or evil 
genius; I know not—'The trial ſhall dorertaing—Afd 
yet, my wife. 

Stu. Ay, ay, ſhe'll chide. 

Bev. No; my chidings are all here. 


Pointing to his heart. 
Stu. I'll not perſwade you. 


Dev. I am perſwaded ; by reaſon, too; the ſtrongeſt 
reaſon ; neceſſity. Oh! cou'd I but regain the height 
I have fallen from, heaven ſhou'd forfake me in my 
lateſt hour, if I again mix'd in theſe ſcenes, or facri- 


fic'd the huſband's peace, his j Joy and een, to 
avarice and infamy. 


Sta. I have reſolv'd like you; and fince our motives 
are ſo honeſt, why ſhon'd we fear ſucceſs? | 
Bev. Come on, — ſhall we meet? 


Stu. At Vins Vet if it hurts you, leave me: I 
have miſled you often. 


Joo. We hinndalllit rack: err But came } for- 


A US— 
There let us reſt our-ho 


Stu. Vet think a litt 
Bev. I 2 but diſtracts me. 
When deſperation leads all 5 are Vain ; 


Reaſon would loſe, what raſbneſs may obtain. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCE N E changes to Beverley's Lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 


Char. Twas all a ſcheme, a mean one; unworthy 
of my brother. 

| Mrs. Bev. No, I am ſure it was not=—Srakely is ho- 
nes too; I know he is — This madneſs has undone *em 

th. 

_ Char. My brother irrecoverably—You are too 
ſpiritleſs a r. mournful tale, mixt with a few 
kind words, will ſteal away your foul. The world's 
too ſubtle for ſuch goodneſs. Had I been by, 
1 ou'd 
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ſhou'd have aſk d your life ſooner than thoſe jewels, ' 
Mrs. Bev. He mon- d have had it, then. — 
J live but to oblige him. She who can love, and is be- 
lov'd like me, will do as much. Men have done 
more ſor miſtreſſes, and women for a baſe deluder.. 
And ſhall a wife do, leſs ? Your chidings hurt me, 
Charlotte. 
- Char. And come too late they might have ſav'd 
you elſe. How cou'd he uſe you ſo ? | 

Mrs. Bev. Twas friendſhip did it. His e 
breaking for a friend. 

Char. The friend that has betray 'd him. 

Mrs. Beu. Prithee don't think . 

. Char. To-morrow he accounts with me. 

Mrs. Bev. And fairly ——1I will not doubt it. a 

Cbar. Unleſs a friend has wanted ——1 have no 
patienceSiſter Siſter ! we are bound to curſe: 
this friend. 

Mrs. Bev. My Beverley ſpeaks nobly of . 

Char. And Lewſon truly — But diſpleaſe you with⸗ 
this talk. To- morrow will inſtruct us. 
Mrs. Bev. Stay till it comes then —1 wou'd not? 
think ſo hardly. 

Char. Nor I, but from conviction Vet we have 
hope of better days. My uncle is infirm, and of an 


age that threatens hourly Or if he lives, you never 
have offended him; and for diſtreſſes fo unmerited he. 
will have pity. . 


Mrs. Bev. I know it, and am chearful. We have 
no more to loſe ; and for what's gone, if it brings pru- 
dence home, the afe was well made. 

Char. My will! be kind too. While he and 
I have life and means, von ſhall di vide with us ——-: 
And _ he's here ! | 

Enter Lewſon. 

We were juſt ſpeaking of you. 

: Lew. 'Tis beſt to interrupt you then. Pew charac- 
ters will bear a ſcrutiny; and where the bad out- 
weighs the good, he's ſafeſt that's leaſt talk*d of. 
ur * you, Madam? _ [Ta *. 

A . 
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Char. That I hate ſcandal, tho? a 323 
talk ſeldom of you. 

Mrs. Bev. Or, with more truth, that, tho” a wo- 
man, ſhe loves to praiſe——Therefore talks always of 
you. Pl leave you to decide it. [ Exit. 

Lew. How good and amiable! Lcame to talk in 
private with you; of matters that concern you. 
_ Char. What matters? 

Lew. Firſt anſwer me fincerely to what aſk. 

Char. I will But you . me. 

Lew. I am too grave, perhaps; but be aſſur d of | 
this, I have no news that troubles me, and therefore 
2 Eren 

har. I am en— ur queſtion. 
* »Tis =E a tedious 9 fince with 
* and kind heart you ſaid you lov'd me. 
So tedious, did you fay ? 
| Lew. And when in conſequence of ſuch ſweet 
words, I preſs'd for matriage, you gave a voluntary 
promiſe that you wou'd 2 me. 

Char. You think me 'd, then l. [ Azgrily; 
Lew. I did not ſay fo. — thouſand times I have 
preſs'd for the performance of this promiſe: but * 
vate cares, a brother's and a ſiſter's ruin, were 
for delaying it. 

Char. I had no otherreaſons.—Where will this end = 

Lew. It ſhall end preſently. 

Char. Go on, far. 
| Lew. A promiſe, ſuch as this, given freely, not 
extorted, the world thinks binding; but I think 
otherwiſe. 

Char. And wou'd releaſe me from it? 
| Lew. You are too impatient, madam. 

Char. Cool, fir—quite coot—Pray go on: 

Lew. Time and a near acquaintance with my faults 

may have brought change—if it be ſo; or for a mo- 
ment, if you have wiſh' d this promiſe were unmade, 
here I ES you of it— This is my queſtion then; 
and with ſuch plaineſs as I aſk it, I ſhall entreat an 
anſwer, Have you repented of this promiſe. 

_ 5 Char. 
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| Char. Stay, fir. The man that can ſaſpe& me 
ſhall find me chang'd=— Why am I doubted ? 
Lew. My donbts are of myſelf. I have my faults, 
and have obfervation. If from my temper, my 
words or actions, you have conceiv'd a thought againſt 
me, or even a with for ſeparation, all that has paſs'd 
is nothing. 

Char. You ſtartle me—But tell me—T muſt be an- 
ſwer'd-firft. Is it from honour you ſpeak this? Or do 
you wiſh me chang'd ? ; | 

Lew. Heaven knows I do not. Life and my Char- 
lotte are ſo connected, that to loſe one, were loſs of 
both. Yet for a promiſe, tho* given in love, and 
meant for binding ; if time, or accident, or reaſon 
ſhou'd change opinion—with me that promiſe has no 
force. « 

Char. Why, now PII anſwer you. Your doubts 
are prophecies——1 am really chang'd. 

Lew. Indeed ? 

Char. I cou'd torment you now, as you have me : 
but it is not in my nature That I am chang'd, I 
own: for what at firſt was inclination, is now grown 
reaſon m me ; and from that reaſon, had I the world ! 
nay, were I poorer than the pooreſt, and you to want- 
ing bread, with but a hovel to invite me too—T wou'd 
be your's, and happy, 

Lew. My kindeſt Charlotte ! [Taking her hand] 
thanks are too poor for this and words too weak 
but if we love ſo, why ſhou'd our union be delay'd ? 

Char. For happier times. The preſent are too 
wretched. ADS | 

Lew.. T may have reaſons that preſs it now. 
| Char. What reaſons ? 
| Lew. The ſtrongeſt reaſons; unanſwerable ones. 

Char. Be quick and name em. 

- Lew. No, madam; I am bound in honour to make 
conditions firſt I am bound by inclination too. 
This ſweet profuſion of kind words pains while it 
| pleaſes. I dread the loſing you 8 
Char. Aſtoniſhment! what mean you! 


3 Lew 


THE GAMESTER 33 


Lew. Firſt promiſe, that to-morrow, or the next 
day, you will be mine for ever. 
Char. I do tho miſery ſhou'd ſucceed. - 
Lew. Thus then I ſeize you! and with you every 
Joy on this fide Heaven ! | 
Char. And thus I ſeal my promiſe. [embracing him] 
Now, fir, your ſecret ? f 
Lew. Your fortune's loſt. | | 
Char. My fortune loſt ! I'll ſtudy to be humble 
then. But was my promiſe claim'd for this ? How 
nobly generous ! where learnt you this ſad news 
Lew. From Bates, Stukely's prime agent. I have 
oblig'd him, and he's grateful—He told it me in 
friendſhip, to warn me from my Charlotte. 
F Char. Twas honeſt in him, and PII eſteem him 
—_ 
Lew. He knows much more than he has told. 
Char. For me it is enough. And for your 2 
rous love, I thank you from my ſoul. If you'd oblige 
me more, give me a little time. 
Lew. Why time ? It robs us of our happineſs. 
Char. I have a taſk to learn firſt. The little pride 
this fortune gave me muſt be ſubda*'d. Once we were 
equal; and might have met obliging and oblig*d. But 
now tis otherwiſe ; and for a life of obligations, I 
have not learnt to bear it. 3 Fen 
Lew. Mine is that life. You are too noble. 
_ Char. Leave me to think on't. 
| Lew. To-morrow then you'll fix my happineſs ? 
Char. All thatI can, I will. | 
Lew. It muſt be ſo; we live but for each other. 
Keep what you know a ſecret; and when we meet 
to-morrow, more may be known.—PFarewell. [ Exit. 
Char. My poor, poor fiſter ! how would this wound 
her! but P11 conceal it, and ſpeak comfort 7 
xit. 


ouſe. 


8 CENE * to a room in the Gaming-h 
Enter Beverley and Stukely. 


Bev. Whither wou'd you lead me? (Aeris. | 
. tu. 
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Ses. Where we may vent our curſes, 

' Bev. Ay, on yourſelf, and thoſe damn'd counſels. 
that have deſtroy d me. A thouſand fiends were in 
that boſom, 5 all let looſe to tempt me — I had 
reliſted elſe; n 

Stu. Go on, fir——T have deſerv'd this from you. 

Bev. And curſes may is too ſcanty 
for em : 

- Stu. What have I done? | 

Bev. What the arch-devil of old did ſooth'd 
with falſe hopes, for certain ruin, 

Stu. Myſe funhurt; nay, pleas'd at your deſtruction 
—80 your words mean. hy; tell it to the world. ä 
I am too poor to find a friend int. 

Bev. A friend | what's he? I had a friend. 

Stu. And have one ſtill. 

Bev. Ay; Tb tell you of this friend. He found me 
happieſt o 41 Ppy- Fortune and honour crown'd 
me; and love — peace liv'd in my heart. One 
ſpark of foll lurk dich there; that too he found; and 
by deceitful breath blew it to flames that have confam'd 
me. This friend were you to me. 

Stu. A little more, perhaps The friend who gave 
his all to ſave you; and not ſucceeding, choſe ruin 
with you. But no matter, I have undone you, and 
am a villain. 


Bev. No; I think not— The villains are within. 
Stu. What villains? 


Bev. Dawſon and the reſt We have been dupes 
to ſharpers. - 
Stu. How know you this? I have had doubts as well 
as you; yet ſtill as fortune chang'd I bluſh'd at my 
4 thoughts—But you have proofs, perhaps. 
i damn'd ones. Repeated loſſes Night 
N night, and no reverſe—Chance has no hand 1 in 


this. 

Stu. I think more charitably; yet I am peeviſh in 
my nature, and apt to doubt. — The world ſpeaks fairly 
of this Dawſon, ſo does it of the reſt. We have 
watch'd *em cloſely too. But * tis a right en 

© 
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loſers, to think the winners knaves—We'll have more 
manhood in us. 
" Bev. I know not what to think. This night has 
ſtung me to the quick —Blaſted my reputation too—1 
have bound my honour · to theſe. vipers; play d meanly 
upon credit, till I tir'd em; and now they ſhun me 
to rifle one another. What's to be done ? 
Stu. Nothing. My counſels have been fatal. 
Bev. By Heaven I'll not ſurvive this ſhame— 
Traitor! *tis you have brought it on me. [Taking 
bold of him.) Shew me the means to ſave me, or PII 
commit a murder here, and next upon myſelf. f 
 Stz. Why do it then, and rid me of ingratitude. 
Bev. Prithee forgive this language I ſpeak I know 
not what——Rage and expat are in my heart, and 
F Hurry me to madneſs. home 1s horror to me— 
PII not return to't. 1 quickly; tell me, if in 
this wreck of fortune, one hope remains? Name it, 
and be my oracle. 
Stu. To vent your. curſes on—You have beftow'd 
'em liberally. Take your own counſel: and ſhou'd a 


deſperate h ſent itſelf, twill ſuit your deſperate 
4 PH = Ot adviſe you. ” 


Bev. What hope ? by Heav'n III catch at it, how- 


ever deſperate. 7. am ſo ſunk in miſery, it cannot lay 
me lower. 


Stu. You have an uncle. 

Ziev. Ay, what of him? | 

Stu. Old men live long by temperance ; while their 
heirs ſtarve on expectation. 

Bev. What mean you? 


Stu. That the reverſion of his eſtate is your's ; 5 


will bring money to pay debts with Nay more, it 
may retrieve what's paſt. 


ev. Or leave my: child a beggar. 


Stu. And what's his father? A 1 — 3 
engag'd for ſums he cannot Pay——Thar WN d be 
thought of. | 
Bev. It is my mame The poiſon that enflames 


me. Where ſhall we 80 To whom ? Jam unpa- 
Kent till all's loſt. 


— 


Stu. 
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Stu. All may be your's again—Your man is Bates 
— He has large funds at his command, and will deal 
juſtly by you. 

© Bev. I am reſolv'd Tell 'em within we'll meet 
'em preſently ; and with full purſes, too—Come, fol- 
low me. | 

Stu. No. I'll have no hand in this; nor do I coun- 
ſel it—Uſe your diſcretion, and act from that. You'll 
find me at my lodgings. 

Bev. 4a” what will, this night III dare the 

| worlt. 
"Tis loſs of fear, to be compleatly curs'd. 


| [ Exit Bev. 

Stu. Why, loſe it then for ever Fear is the mind's 
worſt evil; and *tis a friendly office to drive it from 
the boſom —Thus far has fortune crown'd me—Yet 
Beverley is rich; rich in his wife's beſt treaſure, her 
honour and affections. I wou'd ſupplant him there 
too. But tis the curſe of thinking minds to raiſe up 
difficulties. Fools only conquer women. Fearleſs of 
dangers which they ſee not, they preſs on boldly, and 
by perſiſting, proſper. Yet may a tale of art do much 
Charlotte is ſometimes abſent. The ſeeds of 
jealouſy are ſown already. If I miſtake not, they 
have taken root too. Now is the time to ripen em, 
and reap the harveſt. The ſofteſt of her ſex, if wrong'd 
in love, or thinking that ſhe's wrong'd, becomes a 
tygreſs in evenge I'll inſtantly to Beverley's — 
No matter for the danger—When beauty leads us on, 
*tis indiſcretion to reflet, and cowardice to doubt. 


SCENE change: to Beverley“: lodgings. 
. Enter Mrs. Beverley and Lucy. 
Mrs. Bev. Did Charlotte tell you any thing? 
Tucy. No, madam: „ ; 
Mrs. Bev. She Iook'd confus'd, methought ; ſaid 


ſhe had buſineſs with her Leauſon; which, when I preſs'd 
to know, tears only were her anſwer, 


Lu. 
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5 She ſeem'd in haſte, too Vet her return may 
beings you. comfort. 

Mrs. Bev. No, my kind girl; I was not born for't 
hut why do I diftreſs thee ? Thy ſympathizing heart 
bleeds for the ills of others—What pity that thy miſ- 
treſs can't reward thee ! but there's a power above, 
that ſees, and will remember all. Prithee ſooth me 
* with the ſong thou ſungſt laſt night. It ſuits this 

© change of fortune, and there's a melancholy in't 
that pleaſes me. 
© Lu. I fear it hurts you, madam—Your goodneſs 
too draws tears from me—But PlIl dry wad and 
* obey you. 


„ö G. 


I. f 
© When Damon-langaiſh'd at my feet, 
And I heliev'd him true, 
* The moments 3 how fſaveet ! 
* But ab] how ſwift they flew / 

« The ſunny hill, the flow'ry vale, 
* The garden and the grove, 
Have echo d to his ardent tale, © 

* And vows of W 3 love. 


© The conqueſt e be 2 his prixe, 
* He left her to camplais; 
* To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 


© And meaſure time by pain. 
But Heaw'n will take the mourner*s part, 
I pity to deſpair; © 
: 4 the laſt figh that rends the heart, 
Fe * Shall waft 1 the Jpirit there. F 


WY Mrs. Bio. 'I thank thee, 1 91 thank Heaven, 
* too, my griefs are none of cheſe. Yet Stukely deals 
in hints—He. talks of rumours—T'll urge him to 
0 ſpeak plainly” . ] Hark! n s ſome one 


enterin 
Le. Perhaps m my maſter, 2 5 2 
8. 


troubled me. Re 
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Mrs. Bev. Let him be well too, and I am ati yd. 


had been muſic to me. Who is it, Lacy? 


Re-enter Lucy with Stukely. 
Lu. Mr. Stulely, madam. | [ Exit. 


Stu. To meet you thus alone, madam, was what IL 


wiſh'd. Unſeaſonable viſits, when friendſhip warrants 
*em, need no excuſe. Therefore I make none. 

_ Mrs. Bev. What mean you, fir? And where's yous 
friend ? 

Stu. Men may have ſecrets, madam, which choke beſt 
friends are not admitted to. We parted in the morn- 
ing, not ſoon to meet again. 

Mrs. Bev. You mean to leave us then? to leave) your 

country, too? Tam no ſtranger to your reaſons, and 
pity your misfortunes. 

Sta. Your, pity has undone you. Cou'd Beverley do 
this? That letter was a falſe one; a mean contrivance 
to rob you of your 2 wrote it not. 
Mrs. Bev. Impoſſiblel whence came 7 then ? 

Sta. Wrong'd as I am, -madam, I muſt ſpeak 
lainly—— 

1 Mrs. Bev. Do ſo, and eaſe me. Your hints. have 
you ſay, are ſtirring Re- 
wit me not to credit 'em. 


of whom ? 
hat, ſir, are cheſe 7 


Ste. I thought em = madam ; and caution'd - 


ou in friendſhip ; leſt from officious tongues the tale 
reach'd you with double aggravation. 


Mrs. Bev. Proceed, - far. 


Stu. It is a debt due to my fame, due to an injur * | 


wife, too We both are injur'd. 
Mrs. Bev. How injur d? ke has injur'd s 

Stu. My friend, your huſband. 

Mrs. Bev. You-wod'd- reſerit: for both then? But 
know, fir, een. n own, and do not need a 
champion.1 
Cu. Be not $00 haſty, madam. I come not in re- 
ſentment, but for acquittance—You thought me poor; 
and to the feign d es of a friend gave up your 


wels. 
7 Mrs. 


1 


Yeu to the door and liftens.] No; tis another's voice 3 
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Mrs. Bev. I gave 'em to a huſband. 
Stu. Who gave em to a | 
Mrs. Bev. What ? wham did he give 'em to? 

Stu. A miſtreſs. 

Mrs. Bev. No; on my life he did not- 
Stu. H imſlfconfels'd it, with curſes on her avarice. 

Mrs. Bev. I'll not believe it He has no miſtreſs 
vr if he has, why is it told to me? 

Sta. To guard you againſt inſults; He told me, 
that to move you to a compliance, he forg'd that letter; 
pretending I was ruin'd ; ruin'd by him, too. The 
fraud ſucceeded ; and what a — wife beſtow'd in 
pity, was laviſt'd on a wanton. | 
Mrs. Bev. Then I am loſt, indeed; and my afflic- 
tions are too for me—His follies Lhave borne 
without upbraiding, and ſaw the approach of poverty 
without a tear—My affections, my _— affections 


ſupported me through every trial. 


Stu. Be patient, madam. 

Mrs. Bev. Patient! the barbarous, un 3 
And does he think that the tenderneſs of my heart 12 
his beſt ſecurity for wounding it? But he ſhall find 
that injuries ſuck as theſe, can arm my weakneſs for 
vengeance and redreſs. | 
- 54s. Hal then wee | Le. 

is in your power. 288 

Mrs. Bev. What redreſs? 

Ken. 1 me, madam, if in * to flevazer, 
I hazard your ure ——T wretched 
ſtate. — — nts you ? L K in in patience 
to bear that ? to ſee your helpleſs little one robb'd of 
his birth-right ? a fiter, too, with unavailing tears, 
lamenting her loſt fortune ? no comfort left you, but 
— pity from the few, out-weigh'd by * 
from the many? 

Mrs. Bev. Am I ſo loſt a creature? Well, fir, my 
redreſs ? 

Sta. To be reſoly'd i is to ſecure it. The. mar- 
rage vow, once violated, is in the fight of Heaven 
36332 not, but hear me ! tis now the ſum- 


mer 
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mer of your youth; time has not cropt the roſes from 
your cheek, tho? ſorrow long 'has waſh'd em Then 
uſe your beauty wiſely; and feed eed by injuries, fly from 
the cruelleſt of men, for ſhelter with the Kindeſt. 

Mrs. Bev. And who is he? 

Stu. A friend to the unfortunate z a bold one, too; 

who, while the ſtorm is burſting on your brow, and 

lightning flaſhing from your eyes, dares tell you that 

he loves you. - 

| Mrs. Bev. Wou'd that theſe eyes had Heaven's own 

lightning! that with a look, — I might blaſt thee ! 

Am I then fallen fo low? Has poverty ſo humbled me, 

that I ſhou'd liſten to a helliſh offer, and fell my foul 

for bread? O villain! . villain !—But now I know 

thee, and thank thee for the knowledge. 

Stu. 1705 are wiſe, you ſhall have cauſe to thank 

me. - 

N. Bev. An injurd huſband, too, ſhall thank 
ee 

225 Vet know, proud woman, T have 1 

bborn as your own ; as im 5 
as it loves, ſo can it — b NNN 
. Mrs. Bev: Mean deſpicable villain! I ſcorn thee 
and thy threats. Was it for this that Beverly was 
falſe ? that his too credulous wife ſhou'd in _ 
and vengeance give up her honour to a wretch ? 
he ſnall know it, and vengeance ſhall be his. 

Stu. Why ſend him for. defiance then. Tell him 
„1 love his wife; but that a worthleſs huſband forbids 
our union. Pl make a widow of you, and court you 
honourably. 

Mrs. Bev. O coward ! coward | thy ſoul will ſhrink 
at him. Yet in the thoughts of — may happen, I 
feel a woman's fears. Keep thy own RY and be- 
gone: Who's there ? 

Enter Lucy. L 
1 abſence, fir, wou'd pleaſe me. 

Stu. I'll not offend von, madam. 

6 [ Exit Stu. with Lucy. 
| Mrs, Bev. Why opens not the earth to ſwallow fuch 
a monſter ? 
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a monſter? be conſcience then his puniſher, till Heaven 


in mercy gives him Penitence, or dooms him in its 
juſtice. 


Re-enter L 
Come to my chamber, Lucey ; I have a tale to tell thee, 


ſhall make thee weep for thy poor miſtreſs. 
. Heaven the guiltleſs ſufferer regards, , 


And whom it meſt __ it moſt rewards. 
| [Exeunt. 


dh n N Bs 


s EN Beverley's Lodging. 


Enter Mrs. Beverley, Charlotte, and. Lewſon. 
Char. » 


HE ſmooth- tongu'd hypocrite ! 
Lew. But we have found him, and will 
x kim-—Be 


"madam 3 [To Mrs. Bey. ] 


for the inſults of this ruffian your ſhall have Wu 
retribution. 


Mrs. Bev. But not by: violence—Remember you 
have ſworn it; I had been ſilent elſe. 


Leu. You need not minen 1 ſhall be co as 
Patience. 


Mrs. Bev. See him roamntrow then. 

Is Lew. And why not now? By Heaven the verieſt 
worm that crawls is made of braver ſpirit than this 
 Stukely—Yet for my promiſe, Pll' deal gently with 
him—1 mean to watch his looks From thoſe, and 

from his anſwers to my charge, much may be learnt. 

Next I'll to Bates, fift him to the bottom. If I 


fail there, the gang is numerous, and for a bribe will 
each betray the other—Good nicht; ; PtHoſe no time. 


[ Ex. Lewſon. 
Mrs. Bew. Theſe boiſterous rits! how they wound 


me! but reaſoning is in vain. Come, Charlotte, 
we'll to our uſual watch. The night grows late. 


Char . 


* 
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Char. I am fearful of events; yet pleas d Fo. 
Morrow may relieve us. LS 


Enter Jarvis. 
Char. How now, 


FP 


Farvi 

r. I have heard ill news, madam. | 
rs. Bey. What news? ſpeak quickly. ft 

Jar. Men are not what they den. I fear me Mr. 
Stukely is diſhoneſt. 

Char. We know it, 2 But what's your news? 
Jar. That there's an action againſt my ee er 
his friend's ſuit. 
Mrs. Bev. villain villain 'ewar thivkethreatentd 
then. Run to that den of robbers, Wilfen's—Your 
maſter may be there Entrear him home, good Jarvis. 
— I have buſineſs with him—But tell him not of 

* may provoke. him to revenge—— Haſte ! 


* 


ood Jarvis. [Exit Jarvis. 
bes: This miniſter of ben! OT cou'd tear him 
picce-meal ——_ Y - 


Mrs. Bev. I am kick of ſuch elde Vel Heaven 
is juſt; NIL a deftruc- 
tion on ſuch monſters. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to $tukely*s Lodginge- 
Tate, Stukely end Bates mating. 
Bares. Where have you been 
Stu. Fooling my time away Playing my withs, 
like a tame monkey, to entertain a woman——No 
matter where—I have been vext and diſappointed. 
Tell me of Beverly — How bore he his laſt ſhock ? 
Bat. Like one (ſo Dawſon ſays): whoſe ſenſes had 
been numb' d with miſery... When all was loſt, he fixt 
has eyes upon the A and ſtood ſome time, with 
folded arms, ſtupi 
his ſword that hu ink the wainſcot, he ſat him 
down; and with * f faxt attention, drew figures 
on the floor At laſthe ſtarted up, look'd wild, and 
trembled; and like a woman, ſeiz' d with her ſex's fits, 
laugh'd out aloud, while the tears deaprerpb n his 1 
face —ſo left the room. 


Stu. Why, this was madneſ- ; 


f-$ 4s 


| Bat, 


Ne AN 


and motionleſs. - Then ſnatching 
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. Bat. The madneſs of deſpair. LEGS? en 
Stu. We muſt confine him then. A priſon wou'd 

do well [A knocking at the door] Hark ! that knock- 

ing may be his. Go that way down; 11 r. Ne. 


Who's there ? 
| Enter Lewſon. 

Lew. An-enemy—an open and avow'd one. 

Stu. Why am I thus broke in upon? This houſe is 
mine, fir; and ſhou'd protect me from inſult and ill- 
manners. 

Lew. Guilt has no place of ſanftaary ; whaoores 
ban tis 7 lawful game. The fox's hold, 
and tyger's e ee 
Stu. — ir? a 
Lew. To tell you that I know: hy this con- 
fuſion ? That look of guilt and terror ?—ls Beverley 
awake? Or has his wife told tales ? The man that 
dares like you, ſhou'd have a ſoul to juſtify his deeds, 
and courage to confront accuſers. ren with a coward's 
Jear to ſhrink beneath reproaf. 

Sta. Who Waits. there? LIED 
7 Aloud, ads in I 
Zone. By Heaven he dies that interrupts us. ¶ ur- 
the door. ), Y ou ſhou'd have weigh'd your 
d then, inftead of — to _ 


15 


paultry 
Stu. Yolhthink1 bear 


fear me. is to prove it. 
—.— You wanted privacy! A la- 
your — Now we are 


— 2 on; yet has this . 3 man by cun- 
ning and mean arts undone him. But we have found 
you, ſir; trac'd you thro? all your labyrinths. If you 
wou'd fave yourſelf, fall to confeſſion. No raped 
will. be ſhewn elſe. 

Stu. Furſt Pow me what you think ne. Tin 


then 


— —ĩä—ů —— — 
— — DEE EO — 


a = — —_—_—_——__ — —————— = 
—ů — — — 


— ——˙ — —————— 


and ſermonize it there. 
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then your threatnings are in vain—and for this inſult, 
oy vs may yet be mine. 

Lew. Infamous coward | why take it now then 
{ draws, and Stukely retires.) Alas! I pity thee—Yet 
that a wretch like this ſhou'd overcome a Beverley / it 
fills me with aſtoniſhment !-——A wretch, ſo mean of 
ſoul, that even deſperation cannot animate him. to 
look upon an enemy—Y ou ſhou'd not thus have ſoar'd 
fir, unleſs, like others of your black profeſſion, you 
had a ſword to keep the ! in awe, your 2 has 
ruined. 

Stu. Villainy ! Tueere bei to curb this licence of 
your tongue ; for know, fir, while there are laws, 
this outrage on my reputation will not be borne with. 

Lew. Laws | darſt thou ſeek ſhelter from the laws: 
Thoſe laws, which thon and thy infernal crew live in 
the: conſtant violation of? Talk' ſt thou of reputation, 
too? when under friendſhip's ſacred name, thou haſt 
betray'd, robb'd, and deſtroy d? 

Stu. Ay, rail at gaming; tis a rich topic, and 
affords noble declamation Go, preach againſt it 
in the city: You'll find a * in every ta- 
vern. If they thou'd . , fly to my lord, 

'11 thank you and reform. 

Lew. And will example ſanctify a vice? No, 
wretch; the cuſtom of my lord, or of the cit that apes 
him, cannot excuſe- a 'breach of law, or make the 
Gameſter's calling reputable. 

Stu. Rail on, ſay— But is ee for be 
Beverley ? Is it for him that I am treated thus ? 
he and his wife might both have 


4 
o 
groan'd in priſon, 


had but the aller s fortune eſcap'd the wreck, to 


have rewarded the diſintereſted love of honeſt Mr. 


Ons 
Lew, How I deteſt thee for the thought ! but thou 
art loſt to every human feel Yet let me tell thee; 
ns thy — thee tho* my friend is 
ruin'd by -thy ſnares, thou * p e e _ 
* to me. 


Stu. Have I? It was indeed 9 rl, 


Lew, 
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Lew. Thou haſt aſſiſted me in love; given me the 


merit that I wanted; ſince but for thee, my Charlotte 
had not known *twas her dear ſelf I ſigh'd for, and 
not her fortune. 

Stu. Thank me, and take her then. * 

Lew. And as a brother to poor Beverly, I will pur- 
ſue the robber that has ſtripe kind, and ſnatch him 
from his gripe. ' 

Stu. Then know, imprudent <a he 1s within 


gripe ; and ſhou'd my friendſhip for him be flander'd 
once again, the hand that has * him, ſhall fall 
and cruſh him. 

Lew. Why, now there's ai in thee! this is 
indeed to be a villain ! but I ſhall reach thee yet Fly 
where thou wilt, my v ce ſhall purſue thee— 
And Beverley ſhall yet be ſav'd, be fav'd from thee, 
thou monſter ; nor owe wed reſcue to his wife's dic. 
honour,  [ Exit. 

Stu. (pauſing ) Then ruin has enclos'd me. Curſe 
on my coward heart! I wou'd be bravely villainous:; 
but tis my nature to ſhrink at danger, and he has 
found me. Yet fear brings caution, and that * 


more miſchief muſt be done to hide the 
to yourſelf officious Lew/on—there may he 
nng—How, now, Bates? 
Enter Bates. | 

Bat. What is the matter ? *T'was Lowſes and not 
Beverley that left you I heard him loud You ſeem 
alarm'd too. 

Stu, Ay, and with reaſon —we are difeavered;- 

Bat. I fear'd as much, and therefore caution'd you 

but you were peremptory 

Stu. Thus fools talk ever; . ſpending their idle 
breath on what is paſt, and trembling at the future, 
We muſt be active. Beverley ey, at worſt, is but ſuſpi- 
cious; but Lew/on's genius, and his hate to me, will 
lay all open. Means muſt be found to ſtop him. 
"Bat. What means ? | 
Stu. Diſpatch him nay, fart not deſperate 

- | occaſions 


43 THE GAMESTER 


ↄccaſions calls for . deeds we live but by , 
his death. 

Bar. You cannot mean it? 

Stu. I do, by Heaven. 

Bat. Good night, then. 6 7 Going. 
Sta. Stay. I muſt be heard, then anfwer'd. Per- 
aps the motion was too ſudden; and human weak- 
neſs ſtarts at murder, tho ſtrong neceſſity compels it. 
T have thought long of this; and my firſt feelings were 
like — a fooliſh conſcience awd me, which ſoon 
IJ conquer d. The man that wou'd undo me, nature 

cries out, undo. Brutes know their foes b inſtinct; and 
where ſuperior force is given, they uſe it or deſtruction. 
Shall man do leſs? . Leww/oz purſues us to our ruin; 
and ſhall we, with the means to cruſh him, fly from 
our hunter, or turn de him? Tis folly even to 
N * ä 

Bat. He has oblig'd me, and I dare not. 
Stu. Why, live to ſhame then, to beggary and pu- 
-niſhment. . Vou wou d be privy to the deed, yet want 
che ſoul to act it. Nay more; had my  defigns been 
levell'd at his fortune, you had ſtept in the foremoſt 
And what is life without its comforts ? Thoſe you 

wou'd rob him of; and by the lingring death, add 
cruelty to murder. Henceforth eu to balf-made 
villain.— there 8 danger in em. What you have got 
us your's; keep it, yr hide with Wer Wl deal my 
future bounty to thoſe that merit it? 

Bat. What's the reward ? 

Stu: 4 4 diviſion eri 1 fivear i it, and 
will be Y 

Bat. Thiak of the means then. 

- Stu. He's gone to Beverky's—wait for him i in the 
ſtreet— Tis a dark night; and fit for * A 
dagger would be uſeful... . * 
Dat. He ſleeps no more. enn * 

_Y 77 Confider 1 the reward! when 2. deed's done, 
I have Og bullucts with en Send 1 to 


5 , : | " Bat. 
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Bat. Think it already done —— and fo farewel. 
Exit. 
Stu, Why, farewell Lewſon then; and farewel to 


my fears—this night ſecures me. Ill wait the event 
within. b ( Exit. 
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SCENE, changes to the Street. Stage darken'd. 


Enter Beverley. 


Bev. Ho like an out- caſt do I wander ? loaded with 
every curſe, that drives the ſoul. to deſperation—— 
Te midnight robber, as he walks his rounds: ſees by 
the pq © lamp my frantic looks, and dreads to 

meet me. Whither am I going ? My home lies 

there; all that is dear on earth it holds too; yet are 
the gates of death more welcome tome—— Pl! enter 
it no more Who paſſes there? Tis Lew/or—He 
meets me in a gloomy hour; and memory tells me he 
has been meddling with my fame, 
Eater Lewſon. 
1 Well met. I have been baßy in 
5. 4 

Bev. le fir; and now muſt chank 

you as [| ought. - 

Lew. To-morrow I may deſerve you thanks. Lite 
as it is, I go to Bates, - Diſcoveries are making that 
an arch villain trembles at. 


Bev. Diſcoveries are made, ſir, that you mall trem- 


ble at. Where is this boaſted ſpirit? this high de- 
meanour, that was to call me to account? You ſay I 
I have wrong'd my fifter—— Now ſay as much. But 
firſt be ready for — as I am for reſentment. | 
— 

Lew. What mean you ? I W you 
Bev. The coward's ſtale acquittance. + Who. nn 
he ſpreads foul calumay abroad, and dreads juſt ven- 
eance on him, cries out, What mean you ? I under- 
d you not 

95 Coward and calumny ! Whence are thoſe 
words ? But I forgive and pity you. 


Bow. 


* 
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Bev. Your pity had been kinder to my fame. But 
you have traduc'd it; told a vile ftory to the public 
ear, that I have wrong'd my ſiſter. 

Lew. *Tis falſe. Shew me the man that dares ac- 
cuſe me. 

Bev. I thought you brave, and of a ſoul ſuperior 
to low malice; but I have found you, and will have 
vengeance. 'This is no place for argument. 

Lew. Nor ſhall it be for violence. Imprudent man! 1 
who in revenge for fancy'd injuries, wou'd pierce the 
heart that loves him. But U friendſhip acts from 
itſelf, unmov'd. by ſlander, or ingratitude. The 
* life you thirſt for, ſnall be employ'd to ſerve you. 

© Bev. Tis thus you wou'd compound then—Firſt 

«do a wrong beyond forgiveneſs, and to redreſs it, 

load me with kindneſſes unſolicited. — not receive 

* it. - Your zeal is troubleſome.  - | | 
2 No matter. It ſhall be uſeful. 

Bev. It will not be acceptet. 

© Lew. It muſt.” You know me not. 88 

Bev. Ves; for the ſlanderer of my fame. Who un- 
der ſhew of friendſhip, arraigns me of injuſtice. Buz- 
zing in every ear foul breach of truſt, and 177 71 diſ- 
honour. | 

Lew. Have I done this? Who told you "TIN 

Bey. The world Tis talk'd of every where. It 
pleas'd you to add threats, too. You were to call me 
toaccount— Why, do it now then: I ſhall be proud 
of ſuch an arbiter. "i 

Lew. Put up your ſword, and know me better. 1 
never injur'd you. 'The baſe pen comes from 
Stuleley; 1 fee him and his aims. 
| Bev. What aims; I'Il not conceal it; "ras dul 
that accus'd you. 

Lew. To nd him of an enemy Perhaps of two 
le fears diſcovery, and frames a tale of falſehood, 
to ground revenge and murder on. 

Bev. I muſt have proof of this. 

Le. Wait till to-morrow ow: 


Bev. I will. -\ 93% 42:34 Ae 


Lew. 
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Lew, Good night! go you——PForget 


to ſerve 3 
what's paſt as I do; and chear your family with ſmiles. 
To-morrow may confirm 'em, and make all happy. 
+ IX. 
Bev. [ Pau/ing] How vile, and how abſurd is man! 
His boaſted honour is but another name for pride: 
which eaſier bears the conſciouſneſs of guilt, than the 
world's juſt reproofs. But*tis the faſhion of the times; 
and in defence of falſehood and falſe honour, men die 
martyrs. I knew not that my nature was ſo bad. 
WITT { Stands muſing. 
Exter Bates and Jarvis. 
Far. This way the noiſe was—and- yonder's my 
poor maſter. $5: 4:1 
Bat. IT heard him at high words with Zew/ox. The 
cauſe I know not. 43 . 
Jar. I heard him too. Misfortunes vex him. 
Hat. Go to him, and lead him home — But he comes 
this way — I'll not be ſeen by him. 
* N N Exit Bates. 


Bev. [ Starting. ]- What fellow's that? 4 Jar. 
Art thou a murderer, friend ? Come, lead the ; 
I have a hand as miſchievous as thine; a heart as de- 
ſperate too Jarvis. To bed, old man, the cold 
wall chill the. 2 
Far. Why are you wandering at this late hour? 
Your ſword drawn too! — For Heav'n's ſake ſheath it, 
fir — the ſight diſtracts me. | | | 
© Bev. Whoſe voice was that? _ [ildh. 

Jar. "Twas mine, fir. Let me intreat you to give 
the ſword to me. F — 

- Bev. Ay, take it—quickly take it— Perhaps I am 
not ſo curs d, but Heav'n may have ſent thee at this 
moment to ſnatch me from perdition. 

Jar. Then I am bleſs'd. * 

Bev. Continue ſo, and leave me, my ſorrows are 
contagious. No one is bleſt that's near me. 

Jar. I came to ſeek you, fir. 

Bev. And now thou haſt found me, leave me—My 


thoughts are, wild and will not be diſturb'd. 
1 
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Far. Such thoughts are beſt diſturb'd. 

Bev. I tell thee that they will not Who ſent 
thee hither ? 

Jar. My weeping miſtreſs. 

Bev. Am I ſo meek a hutband then? that a com- 
manding wife preſcribes my hours, and ſends to chide 
me for my abſence ? Teil her, I'Il not return. 

Far. Thoſe words wou'd ktther. - 

Bev. Kill her! Wou'd they not be kind chen! But 
ſhe ſhall live to curſe me—I have deſerv'd it of her. 
Does ſhe not hate me, Jarvis? 

Far. Alas, fir! forget your griefs, and let me lead 
you to her. The ſtreets are dangerous. 

Bev. Be wiſe, and leave me then. The night” 8 
black horrors are ſuited to my thoughts Theſe ſtones 
ſhall be my reſting-place. [Lies down} Here ſhall. my 
ſoul brood o' er its miſeries; *till' with the fiends: of 
hell, and guilty of the earth, I ſtart and tremble at 
the morning's light. 

Far. For pity's ſake, fir! — Upon my knees I beg 
you to quit this place, and theſe ſad thoughts. . Let 
patience, not deſpair poſſeſs you Riſe, I beſeech 
you — There's not a moment of your abſence, that 
my poor miſtreſs does not groan for. 

Bev. Have I undone her, and is ſhe ſtill ſo kind ? 
Starting 15. ] It is too much My brain can't hold 
it—O Jarvis!“ how deſperate is that wretch's ſtate, 
which only death or madneſs can relieve !_ o 

Far. Appeaſe his mind, good Heaven! and give 
kim reſignation! Alas, fir, cou'd beings in the other 
world perceive the events of this, how wou'd your pa- 
rents bleſſed ſpirits grieve-for you, even in Heaven— 
Let me conjure you by their honour'd memories, by 
the ſweet innocence of your yet helpleſs child, and 
by the ceaſeleſs ſorrows of my poor miſtreſs, to rouze 
your manhood, and firuggle with theſe grief. 

Bev. Thou virtuous, old man! thy tears and 
thy intreaties have reach'd my heart, thro” all its miſe- 
ries. © O! had F liſten'd to thy honeſt warnings, no 
* earthly bleſſing had been — to me !-—] was fo 


* happy 
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* happy, that even a wiſh for more than I poſſeſs'd, 
* was arrogant preſumption. But I have warr'd againſt 
the power that bleſs'd me, and now am ſentenc'd to 
the hell I merit,” 

Far. Be but reſign'd, fir, and happineſs may yet 
be yours. 

8 "Bev. Prythee be honeſt, and do not er mi- 
« ſery. 

Jar. I do not, fir.' Hark! I hear voices 
Come this way; we may reach home unnotic' d. 
Bev. Well, lead me then Un-notic'd did*ſt thou 
ſay? Alas! I dread no looks but of thoſe wretches I 
have made at home. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE charge: to Stukeley's. 


Eater Stukeley and Dawſon. 


Se. Come hither, Daw/on, My limbs are on the 
rack, and my ſoul ſhivers in me, till this night's bu- 
fineſs be com plete. Tell me thy thoughts: Is Bates 
determin'd, or does he waver ? 

Daw. At firſt he ſeemed irreſolute; wiſh'd the em- 
ployment had been mine; and mutter'd curſes on his 
coward hand, that trembled at the deed, 

Stu. And did he leave you fo ? 

Daw. No. We walk'd together; and ſhelter'd by 
the darkneſs, ſaw Beverley and Lew/on in warm de- 
bate. But ſoon they cool'd; and then I left *em to 
haſten hither; but not *till *twas reſolv'd Lewſen 
ſhou'd die. 

Stu. Thy words have given me life—That quarrel 
too, was fortunate ; for if my hopes deceive me not, 
it promiſes a grave to Beverley. 

Daw. You miſconceive me. Lewſon and he were 
friends: 

Stu. But my prolific brain ſhall make em enemies. 
If. Lewſon falls, he falls by Beverley. An apright 
jury ſhall decree it. Aſk me no queſtion, but do as 
I direct. This writ [Takes out a pocket book] for ſome 
days paſt, I have treaſured here, till a convenient 

C 3 time 
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time call'd for its uſe. That time is come. Take 1 it, 
and give it to an officer. It muſt be ſerv'd this i in- 
ſtant. [ Gives a paper. 

Daw. On Beverly? 

My Stu. Look at it. "Tis for the ſums that I have lent 

m. 

Daw. Muſt he to priſon then? 

Stu. I aſk'd obedience ; not replies. This night a 
Jail muſt be his lodging. Tis probable he's not gone 
home yet. Wait at his door, and fee it executed. 

Dao. Upon a beggar ? He has no means of pay- 
ment, 

- Stu, Dull and inſenſible! If Lewſon dies, who was 
it kill'd him? Why, he that was ſeen quarrelling with 
him ; ; and F that knew of Beverley $ inrents, arreſted 
him in friendſhip A little. late, perhaps ; but *twas 
a virtuous act, and men will thank me or it. * New,. 
fir, you anderſtand me? a 
Da. Moſt etly——And will about it. 

Stu. Haſte then; and when tis done, come back 
and tell me. 

Daw. Till then farewell. Ear. | 

Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife! And Lew/on, 
if again thou can'ſt inſult me, I'll kneel! and own 
thee for my maſter.” 


Net evertce now, but vengeance fires my breaſt, 
And one ſhort hour muſt make me curſt or bleſt. * 
| xit. 


A S T v. Scene i 
Enter Stukely, Bates, and Dawſon. | 


Bates. DOOR Lewſon! —— But I told you enough 

laſt n thought of him is hori- 

ble to me. | 
ki 7 In the ſtreet, did you lay ? And no one near 
m 


Bat. 


— 


he fell without 


juſt now, and ſaw him dead in his own houſe. 
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Bat. By his own, door; he was leading me to his 

houſe. 1 pretended buſineſs with him, and ſtabbꝰd 

him to the heart, while he was reaching at the bell. 
Stu, And did he fall fo ſuddenly? - 


Bat. The repetition pleaſes you, I ſee. I told you, 


Stu. What heard you of him this morning ? 
Bat. That the watch found him in their rounds, 
and alarm'd the ſervants. I mingled with the croud 


The fight terrify'd me. 

Stu. Any with terrors, till his ghoſt riſe and 
accuſe us We have no living enemy to fear—aunleis 
tis Beverley; and him we have lodg'd ſafe in priſon. 

Bat. Muſt he be murder'd too? 
Stu. No; I have a ſcheme to make the law his 


murderer— At what hour did Lew/ex fall ? 


Bat. The clock ftruck twelve as I turn'd to leave 
him. Twas a melancholy bell, I thought tolling 


for his death. 


Stu. The time was lucky for us Beverly was 


_ arreſted at one, you ſay? [To Dawſon. 


Stu. Good. We'll talk of this preſently—— The 
women were with him, I think ? 2 

Daw. And old Jarvis. I wou'd have told you of 
em laſt night, but your thoughts were too buſy. Tis 
1 you have a heart of ſtone, the tale wou'd melt it 
elſe. ASS 7 

Stu. Out with it then. 

Daw. I trac'd him to his lodgings; and pretend- 
ing pity for his misfortunes, kept the door open, while 
the officers ſeiz'd him. Twas a damn'd deed—but 
no matter! follow'd my inſtructions. 

Stu. And what ſaid he? © f 


Daw. He upbraided me with treachery; call'd you 
a villain; acknowledged the ſums you had lent him, 
and ſubmitted to his fortune. 1 ö 
Stu. And the women 


Daw. For a few minutes aſtoniſhment kept em 
* filent 
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time call'd for its uſe. 'That time is come. Take it, 
and give it to an officer. It muſt be ſerv'd this in- 
ant. [ Gives a paper. 

Daw. On Bewerley ? 

8 Stu. Look at it. 2 Tis for the ſums that I have lent 

m. 

Daw. Muſt he to priſon then? 

Stu. I aſk'd obedience ; not replies. This night a 
jail muſt be his lodging. Tis probable he's not gone 
home yet. Wait at his door, and fee it executed. 

Dao. Upon a beggar ? He has no means of pay- 
ment, 

Siu. Dull and inſenſible! If Lew/on dies, who was 
it kill'd him? Why, he that was ſeen quarrelling with 
him; and F that knew of Beverley's intents, arreſted 
him in friendſhip A little. late, perhaps; but * twas 
a virtuous act, and men will thank me for it. Now, 
fir, you anderſtand me? | 

Daw. Moſt perſectly And will about it. 

Stu. Haſte then; ad when tis done, come back 
and tell me. 

Daw. Till then farewell. [ Exit. 

Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife! And Lew/on, 
if again thou can'ſt inſult me, I'll kneel and own 
thee for my maſter.” 


Nor avarice now, but vengeance fires my breaſt, 


And one ſbort hour muſt make me curſt or Sleſt. 
[ Exit . 


4 © T Wo Scene continues. 
Enter Stukely, Bates, and Dawſon. 


Bates. DOOR Lewſon ! But I told you enough 
laſt * thought of him is horri- 


ble to me. 
Stu. In the ſtreet, did you fay ? And no one near 


him? 


Bat. 
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Bat. By his own door; he was leading me to his 
houſe. I pretended buſineſs with him, and ſtabb'd 
him to the heart, while he was reaching at the bell. 

Stu. And did he fall fo ſuddenly? . | 

Bat. The repetition pleaſes you, I ſee. I told you, 
he fell without groan. | 

Stu, What heard you of him this morning ? 

Bat. That the watch found him in their rounds, 
and alarm'd the ſervants. I mingled with the croud 
juſt now, and ſaw him dead in his own houſe. ——- 
The ſight terrify'd me. : 

Stu, Away with terrors, *till his ghoſt riſe and 
accuſe us—We have no living enemy to fear—unleſs 
tis Beverley; and him we have lodg'd ſafe in priſon. 

Bat. Muſt he be murder'd too ? 

| Stu. No; I have a ſcheme to make the law his 
murderer— At what hour did Lew/or fall ? 

Bat. The clock ſtruck twelve as I turn'd to leave 
him. *Twas a melancholy bell, I thought tolling 
for his death. | 

Stu. The time was lucky for us Beverley was 
arreſted at one, you ſay? [To Dawſon. 

Daw. Exactly. I 

Stu. Good. Well talk of this preſently—— The 
women were with him, I think ? Wn 

Daw. And old Jarvis. I wou'd have told you of 


em laſt night, but your thoughts were too buſy. *'Tis - 


well you have a heart of ſtone, the tale wou'd melt it 
elſe. 


Stu. Out with it then. 

Daw. I trac'd him to his lodgings; and pretend- 
ing pity for his misfortunes, kept the door open, while 
the officers ſeiz'd him. Twas a damn'd deed—but 


no matter I follow'd my inſtructions. 
Stu. And what ſaid he? | 


Daw. He upbraided me with treachery ; call'd you 


a villain; acknowledged the ſums you had lent him 
and ſubmitted to his fortune. 


Stu. And the women- 
Daw, For a few minutes aftoniſhment kept em 
C 4 filent 


. 
—— — — 
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hlent=— They look'd wildly at one another, while 
the tears ſtream*d down their cheeks. But rage and 
tury ſoon gave em words; and then, in the very bit- 

terneſs of deſpair, they curs'd me and the monſter 
that had employ'd me. 

Stu. And you bore it with philoſophy ? 

Daw. Till the ſcene chang'd, and then I melted. 
I order'd the officers to take away their priſoner. The 
women ſhriek'd, and wou'd have followed him; but 
v-e torbade 'em. *Twas then they fell upon their 
knees, the wife fainting, the ſiſter raving, and both 
with all the eloquence of miſery endeavouring to ſoften 
us. I never felt compaſhon till that moment; and 
had the officers heen mov'd like me, we had left the 
the buſineſs undone, and fled with curſes on ourſelves. 
But their hearts were ſteel'd by cuſtom. The tears 
of beauty and the pangs of affection were bSieath 
their pity. They tore him from their arms and lodg'd 
him in priſon, with only Jarvis to comfort him, 

Stu. There let him lie, till we have farther buſineſs 
with him.—* And for you, fir, let me hear no more 
of your compaſſion — A fellow nurs'd in villainy, 
and employ'd from childhood in the buſineſs of hell, 
© ſhou'd have no dealings with compaſſion, 

« Daw. Say ycu fo, fir ?—-You ſhou'd have nam'd 
* the devil that tempted me | 

Stu. Tis falſe. I found you a villain, and there- 
fore employ'd you but no more of this we 
© have embark'd too far in miſchief to recede. Leau- 
fen is dead, and we are all principals in his murder. 
Think of that—There's time enough for pity when 
© ourſelves are out of danger Pewerley ſtill lives, 
* tho' in a jail— His ruin will ſet heavy on him; and 
* diſcoveries may be made to undoe us all. Something 
* muſt be done, and ſpeedily You ſaw him quar- 
* relling with Lew/oz in the ſtreet laſt night. 

| " [To Bates, 

Bat. I did; his ſteward, Jarvis, faw him too. 

Stu. And ſhall atteſt it. Here's matter to work 
© upon—An unwilling evidence carries weight wo 

| * him, 
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© him. TY of my deſign I have hinted t'you 
before Beverley muſt be the author of this mur- 
* der; and we the parties to convict him. But 
how to proceed will require time and thought. 
Come along with me; the room within is fitted for 
privacy But no compaſſion, fir——{To Dawſon] We 
want leiſure for't This way. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes: to Beverley's lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 


Mrs. Bev. No news of Lewſon yet ? 
Char. None. He went out early, and knows not 


what has happen'd. [Clock frites eight. 
Mrs. Bev. The clock ſtrikes eight III wait no 
longer. 


Char. Stay but 'till Jarvis comes. He has ſent 
twice to ſtop us *till we ſee him. | 

Mrs. Bev. I have no life in this ſeparatio O! 
what a night was laſt night! I wou'd not paſs another 
ſuch to purchaſe worlds by it My poor Beverley 
too? What muſt he have felt! the very thought diſ- 
tracts me To have him torn at midnight from me! 
A loathſome his habitation ! a cold damp 
room his lodging ! the bleak winds perhaps blowing 
upon his ptilow ! no fond wife to lull him to his reſt! 
and no reflections but to wound and tear him! 
Tis too horrible—I wanted love for him, or they had 
not forc'd him from me. They ſhou'd have parted 
ſoul and body firſt -I was too tame. 

Char. You muſt not talk ſo. All that we cou'd we 
did; and Jarvis did the ret—The faithful creature 
will give him comfort. Why does he delay coming! 

Mrs. Bev. And there's another fear. His poor 
maſter may be claiming the laſt kind office from him 
His heart perhaps is breaking. 

Char. See where he comes His looks are chear- 


ful too. 
Enter Jarvis. 


Mrs. Bev. Are tears then chearful ? alas, he weeps! 
C 5 Speak 


* — 
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Speak to him, Charlotte — I have no tongue to af 
him queſtions. 

Char. How does your maſter, * ? 
| Far. I am old and fooliſh, madam ; and tears will 
come before my words But don't you weep ; [To 


Mes. Bev.] I have a tale of joy for you. 


Mrs. Bev. What tale? Say but he's well, and 
I have joy enough. 


Jar. His mind too ſhall be well all ſhall be well 
l have news for him that ſhall make his poor heart 
bound again Fie upon old age How childiſh 
it makes me! I have a tale of joy for you, and my tears 
drown it. : 


Char. Shed %em in ſhowers then, and make haſte 
to tell it. 


Mrs. Bev. What is it, Jarvis? 

Jar. Yet why ſhou'd I rejoice when a good man 
dies? Your uncle, madam, dy'd yeſterday. 

Mrs. Bev. My uncle — 0 Heavens! 

Char. How heard you of his death? 

Jar. His ſteward came expreſs, madam—I met him 
in the ſtreet, enquiring for your lodgings I ſhould 
not rejoice perhaps—but he was old, and my poor 
maſter a priſoner Now he ſhall live again—O 'tis 
a brave fortune! and *twas death to me to ſee him a 
priſoner. 

Char. Where left you the ſteward ? 

Far. I wou'd not bring him hither, to be a witnefs 
of your diſtreſſes; and beſides, I wanted once before 
I die, to be the meſſenger of joy t'you. My good 


maſter will be a man again. 


Mrs. Bev. Haſte, haſte then; and let us fly to him! 


We are delaying our own happineſs. 


Far. 1 had forgot a coach, madam, and Lacy has 
order'd one | 


Mrs. Bev. Where was the need of that? the news 
has given me wings. 


Char. I have no joy, *till my poor brother ſhares 


it with me. How did he paſs the night, Jarvis 
Jar. Why now, madam, I can tell you. Like a 
| man 
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man dreaming of death and horrors. When they led 
him to his cell—for *twas a poor apartment for my 
maſter—he flung himſelf upon a wretched bed, and 
lay ſpeechleſs till day-break. A ſigh now and then, 
and a few tears that follow*d thoſe ſighs, were all that 
told me he was alive. I ſpoke to him, but he wou'd 
not hear me; and when I perſiſted, he rais'd his hand 
at me, and knit his brow ſo——I1 thought he wou'd 
have ſtruck me. 

Mrs. Bev. O miſerable ! But what ſaid he, Jarvis? 
or was he filent all night ? | 

Jar. At day- break he ſtarted from the bed, and look- 
ing wildly at me, aſk'd who I'was. I told him, and 
bid him be of comfort—Begone, old wretch, ſays he 
I have ſworn never to know comfort—My wife! 
my child! my ſiſter ! I have undone em all, and will 
know no comfort=—Fhen falling upon his knees, 
he imprecated curſes upon himſelf. | 

Mrs. Bev. This is too horrible !—But you did not 
leave him ſo? 

Char. No, I am ſure he did not. 

Jar. I had not the heart, madam. By degrees I 
brought him to himſelf. A ſhower of tears came to 
has relief; and then he call'd me the kindeſt friend, 
and begg'd forgiveneſs of me like a child — l was a 
child too, when he begg'd forgiveneſs of me. My 
heart throbb'd ſo, I cou'd not ſpeak to him. He 
turned from me for a minute or two, and ſuppreſſing 
a few bitter ſighs, enquir'd after his wretched family 
© Wretched was his word, madam —— Aſk'd how you 
* bore the miſery of laſt night If you had goodneſs 
© enough to ſee him in priſon. And then begg'd me 
to haſten to you. I told him he muſt be more him- 
ſelf firſt He promiſed me he wou'd ; and bating 
a few ſudden intervals, he became compos'd and 
eaſy—And then I left him; but not without an at- 
tendant——a ſervant in the priſon, whom I hir'd 
to wait upon him — Tis an hour fince we parted 
—— I vas prevented in my haſte to be the meſſenger 
of joy t'you.* 


a. a 6,0 4 4a 2 
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Mrs. Bev. What a tale is this?: But we have ftaid 
too long—* A coach is needleſs. 

* Char. Hark! I hear one at the door. 

Jar. And Lucy comes to tell us. We'll away 
this moment. 


Mrs. Bev. To comfort him or die with him. 
| [ Exeunt 6 


*SCENE changes 19 Stukely's Lodgings. 
© Enter Stukely, Bates and Dawſon. 


* Stu. Here's preſumptive evidence at leaſt or 
if we want more, why we muſt ſwear more. But 
all unwillingly——We gain credit by reluctance—1 
have told you how to proceed. Beverley muſt die— 
We hunt him in view now, and muſt not ſlacken in 
the chace. *Tis either death for him, or ſhame and 
puniſhment for us. Think of that, and remember 
your inſtruftions —— You, Bates, muſt to the priſon 
immediately. I wou'd be there but a few minutes 
before you. And you, Daw/on, muſt follow in a 
few minutes after. So here we divide But an- 


{wer me: you are reſolved upon this buſineſs like 
men ? | 


* Bates. Like villains rather 
pend upon us. 5 

Stu. Like what we are then — You make no an- 
ſwer, Dawſon Compaſſion, I ſuppoſe, has ſeiz'd 

BT 

! Daw. No; I have diſclaim'd it 
Bates's —— You may depend upon me. 
Stu. Confider the reward! riches and ſecurity! I 
have ſworn to divide with you to the laſt ſhilling — 
So here we ſeparate till we meet in priſon Re- 
member your inſtructions and be men, [ Exeunt. 


, % 
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But you may de- 


My anſwer is 


SCENE changes to 4 Priſon. 
Beverley is di/cover'd fitting. After a ſhort pauſe,” he 


farts up, and comes forward. 
Bew. Why, there's an end then. I have judg'd de- 
liberately, and the reſult is death. How the N 
erer's 


* 
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derer's account may ſtand, T know not. But this I 
know The load of hateful. life oppreſſes me too 
much The horrors of my ſoul are more than I can 
bear [ offers to kneel] Father of mercy ! I can- 
not pray —— Deſpair has laid his iron hand upon me, 
and ſeal'd me for perdition — Conſctence ! conſcience ! 
thy clamours are too loud—Here's that ſhall ſilence 
thee. (Takes a wial cut of his pocket, and looks at it.) 
Thou art moſt friendly to the miſerable. Come then, 
thou cordial for ſick minds —— Come to my heart. 
(Drinks) O, that the grave would bury memory as well 
as body! for if the ſoul ſees and feels the ſufferings 
of thoſe dear ones it leaves behind, the everlaſting has 
no vengeance to torment it deeper — P'll chink no 
more on't—— Reflection comes too late — Once 
there was a time fort · but now *tis paſt.— Who's 
there ? 


Enter Jarvis. | 
Far. One that hop'd to ſee you with better looks 
Why d'you turn ſo from me? I have brought 
comfort with me. And ſee who comes to give it wel- 
come. 

Bev. My wife and fiſter! why, *tis but one pang 
more then, and farewel world. [ 4/rae. 
En er Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte. 

Mrs. Bev. Where is he? | Runs and embraces him| 
O I have him! I have him! and now they ſhall never 
part us more—T have news, love to make you happy 
for ever But don't look coldly on me. 

* Char. How is it, brother? 
Mrs. Bev.“ Alas! he hears us not—Speak to me, 
love. I have no heart to ſee you thus. 

Bev. © Nor I to bear the ſenſe of ſo much ſhame'— 
This is a fad place. | | 

Mrs. Bew. We came to take you from it. To tell 
you the world goes well again. That Providence has 
ſeen our ſorrows, and ſent the means to help em 
Your uncle dy'd yeſterday. : 


Bev. My uncle !—No, do not ſay ſe—O ! I am ſick 
at heart! 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Bev. Indeed! 


fort. 
Bev. Tell me he lives then If you would bring 


me comfort, tell me he lives. 
Mrs. Bev. And if did I have no power to raiſe 
the dead He died yeſterday. 

Bev. And I am heir to him ? 


Far. To his whole eſtate, ſir—But bear it patiently 
— pray bear it patiently. 


Bev. Well, well -[ Paufing] Why fame ſays I am 
rich then ? 


Mrs. Bev. And truly ſo— Why do you look ſo 
wildly ? 


Bey. Do I? The news was unexpected. But has 
he left me all ? 


Far. All, all, ſi.— He could not leave it from 
ou. 
q Bew. I am ſorry for it. 
© Char. Sorry! why ſorry ? 

© Bev. Your uncle's dead, Charlotte. 

© Char. Peace be with his ſoul then—ls it ſo terri- 
'© ble that an old man ſhould die? 

Bev. He ſhou'd have been immortal.“ 

Mrs. Bev. Heaven knows I wiſh'd not for his death. 
© *Twas the will of Providence that he ſhou'd die 
Why are you diſturb'd ſo ? 

Bew. Has death no terrors in it? 

Mrs. Bev. Not an old man's death. Vet if it trou- 
bles you, I wiſh him living. 

Bev. And I, with all my heart. 

«© Char. Why y, what's * matter? 

© Bev. Nothing How heard you of his death > 

Mrs. Bev. H is ſteward came exprels. Wou'd I 
© had never known it! 

© Bev. Or had heard it one day ſooner.'=—For I 
have a tale to tell, ſhall turn you into ſtone ; or if the 
power of ſpeech remain, you ſhall kneel down and 
_. curſe me. 

Mrs. Bev. Alas! what tale is this? And why are 
we to curſe you—['ll bleſs you for ever. 


2 Bev, 


I meant to bring you com- 
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Bev. No; I have deſerv'd no bleſſings. The world 
holds not ſuch another wretch. All this large for- 
tune, this ſecond bounty of Heaven, that might have 
heal'd our ſorrows, and ſatisfy'd our utmoſt hopes, in 
a curs'd hour I ſold laſt night. 

Char. Sold ! how fold! 

Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible !—It cannot be 

Bev. That devil Stukely, with all hell to aid him, 
tempted me to the deed. To pay falſe debts of hon- 
our, and to redeem paſt errors, I fold the reverſion 

Sold it for a ſcanty ſum, and loſt it among villains. 

Char. Why, farewel all then. 

Bev. Liberty and life—— Come Eneel and curſe 
me. 

Mrs. Bev. Then hear me, Heaven Les] Look 

down with mercy on his ſorrows ! give ſoftneſs to his 

looks, and quiet to his heart! take from his memory 
the ſenſe of what 1s paſt, and cure him of deſpair ! On 
me ! on me! if miſery muſt be the lot of either, mul- 
tiply misfortunes ! I'll bear 'em patiently, ſo he is 
happy * theſe hands ſhall toil for his ſupport ! theſe 
eyes be lifted up for hourly bleſſings on him! and 
every duty of a fond and faithful wife be doubly done 
to chear and comfort him So hear me ! fo reward 
me! . | [ Riſes. 

Bev. I would kneel too, but that offended Heaven 
wou'd turn my prayers into curſes. ©* What have I 
© to aſk for! is it for length of days that I ſhou'd kneel ? 
© no; my time 1s limited. Or 1s it for this world's 
* bleſſings _ you and yours? to pour out my heart 
in wiſhes for a ruin'd wife, a child and ſiſter? O! 
* no!” for I have done a deed to make life horrible 
t' you 
Mrs. Bev Why horrible? is poverty ſo horrible; 

© — The real wants of life are few. A little indu 

© will ſupply em all—And chearfulneſs will follow— 
© It is the privilege of honeſt induſtry, and we'll enjoy 
it fully. 

i Bev. Never, never—O, I have told you but in 
part.“ The irrevocable deed is done. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. What deed ?—* And why do you look 
© ſo at me? 
Bev. A deed that dooms my ſoul to Vengeance— 
© 'That ſeals your miſery here, and mine hereafter. 

Mrs. Bev. No, no; you have a heart too good 
* for't—Alas! he raves, Charlotte—His looks too 
* terrify me Speak comfort to him—He can have 
* done no deed of wickedneſs. 
Char. And yet I fear the worſt—What is it, 
© brother ?? 

Bev. A deed of horror. 

Far. Aſk him no queſtions, madam—This laſt 
misfortune has hurt his brain. A little time wall give 


him patience. | 
Enter Stukely. 

Bev. Why 1s this villain here ? 

Stu. To give you liberty and ſafety. There, ma- 
dam's, his diſcharge. [Going a paper to Mrs. Beverley] 
Let him fly this moment. The arreſt laſt night was 
meant in friendſhip ; but came too late. 

Char. What mean you, fir ? 

Stu. The arreſt was too late, I ſay; Iwou'd have 
kept his hands from blood, but was too late. 

Mrs. Bew. His hands from blood !— Whoſe blood? 
—O, wretch ! wretch ! 

Seu. From Lewſon's blood. 

Char. No, villain! yet what of Lew/on ? ſpeak 

uickl 
, Stu. a are ignorant then! I thought I heard the 
murderer at confeſſion. 

Char. What murderer ?—And who is murder'd ? 
not Lew/ſon ?—ſay he lives, and PII non and workup 

ou. 
: Stu. In pity, ſo I wou'd; but that the tongues of 
all cry murder. I came in pity, not in malice; to 
ſave the brother, not kill the ſiſter. .Your Lew/on's 
dead. 

Char. O horrible !—+* Why who has kill'd him ? 
and yet it cannot be What crime had he committed 
* that he ſhould die? villain! he lives ! he lives! 
© anc ſhall revenge theſe pangs. 1 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Patience, ſweet Charlotte. 
* Char. O, tis too much for patience ! | ; 
* Mrs. Bev. He comes in pity, he ſays! O! exe- 


* crable villain ! the friend is kill'd then, and this the 
* murderer ?? 


Bev. Silence, I charge you— Proceed, ſir. 


Stu. No. juſtice may flop the tale—and here's an 
evidence. . 


Enter Bates. | 

Bates. The news, I ſee, has reach'd you. But take 
comfort, madam. [To Char.] There's one without 
enquiring for you—Go to him, and looſe no time. 

Char. O miſery ! miſery ! [Exit, 

Mrs. Bev. Follow her, Farwis. If it be true that 
Lew/on's dead, her grief may kill her. | 

Bates. Farvis muſt ſtay here, madam. I have ſome 
queſtions for him, 


Stu. Rather let him fly, His evidence may cruſh 
his maſter. 

Bev. Why ay; this looks like management. 

Bates, He found you quarrelling with Lew/on in 
the ſtreet laſt night. EFT Toe Bev. 

Mrs. Bev. No; I am ſure he did not. 

Far. Orif I did 

Mrs. Lew. *Tis falſe, old man — They had no 
quarrel; there was no cauſe for quarrel. 

Bev. Let him proceed I ſay O! I am fick! ſick ! 
— Reach a charr. . [ He fits down, 

Mrs. Bev. You droop, and tremble, love.— Your 
eyes are fixt too Vet you are innocent. If Lew/or's 
dead, you kill'd him not. | 

| Enter Dawſon. 
Stu. Who ſent for Daw/en ? - 


Bates. TwWas I We have a witneſs too, you 


little think of — Without there! 
Stu. What witneſs ? 
Bates. A right one. Look at him. 
Enter Lewſon and. Charlotte. 
Stu. Lew/ſon ! O villains ! villains ! 
| IT“ Bates and . 
rs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Riſen from the dead! why, this is 
unexpected happineſs ! 


Char. Or is't his ghoſt? [To Stukely] that ſight 
wou'd pleaſe you, fir, 
| Far. What riddle's this? 

Bev. Be quick and tell it My minutes are but few. 
1 — — Bev. Alas! why ſo? you ſhall live long and 

appily. | | 

7 54 While ſhame and puniſhment ſhall rack that 
viper | Pointing to Stukely] the tale is ſhort——l was 
too buſy in his ſecrets, and therefore doom'd to die. 
Bates, to prevent the murder, undertook it kept 
aloof to give it credit. 

Char. And give me pangs unutterable, 

Lew. I felt em all, and would have told you But 
vengeance wanted ripening. The villain's ſcheme 
was but half executed. The arreſt by Daw/on fol- 
low'd the ſuppoſed murder And now, depending on 
his once by 4 av aſſociates, he comes to E the guilt 
on Beverley. ; 
Mrs. Bev. O! execrable wretch ! 

Bates. Dawſon and I are witneſſes of this. 
Te. And of a thouſand frauds. His fortune ruin'd 


by ſharpers and falſe dice; and Stulely ſole contriver 


and poſſeſſor of all. 


Daw. Had he but ſtopt on this ſide murder, we 
had been villains ill. $49: 

Mrs. Bev. Thus Heaven turns evil into good; and 
by permitting fin, warns men to virtue. 

Lew. Yet puniſhes the inſtrument. So ſhall our 
laws; tho' not with death. But death were mercy. 
Shame, beggary, and impriſonment, unpity'd miſery, 
the ſtings of conſcience, and the curſes of mankind, 
ſhall make life hateful to him —— till at laſt, his own 
hand end him How does my friend ? - [To Bev. 

Bev. Why, well. Who's he that aſks me? 

Mrs. Bev. Tis Lewſon, love Why do you look 
ſo at him ? 

Bev, They told me he was murder'd. [Wildly. 

Mrs. Bev. Ay; but he lives to fave us. 


Bev. 
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Bev. Lend me your hand The room turns round. 
Mrs. Bev. O Heaven! 
Teo. This villain here diſturbs him. Remove him 
from his fight — And for your lives ſee that you 
guard him. [Stukely is raten of by Dawſon and Bates. ] 
How is it, fir? 
Bev. Tis here——and here [| Pointing to his ne 
and heart.) And now it tears me ! 
Mrs. Bev. You feel convuls'd too What is't 
diſturbs you ? 
Leu. This ſudden turn of joy perhaps—He 
wants reſt to—Laſt night was dreadful to him. His 
brain is giddy. 
* Cher. Ay, never to be cur'd— Why, brother |— 
*O! I fear! I fear! 
Mrs. Bev. Preſerve him, Heaven! My love! 
my life! look at me How his eyes flame 
Bev. A furnace rages in this heart.“ I have been 
too 
« Mrs. Bev. Indeed me 18 
* Farvis ! fly, fly for help! your maſter dies elſe. —— 
«* Weep not, but fly! [ Ex. Jar.] What is this haſty 
* deed?——Yet do not anſwer e * 
have gueſs d. : 
* Bev. Call back the r not in me- 
dicine's power to help me. | 
Mrs. Bev. Is it then ſo? ; 
Bev.“ Down, reſtleſs flames Hel his hand 
en his heart] down to your native Hell There you 
ſhall rack me O! for a pauſe from pain 
Mrs. Bev. Help, Charlotte ! ſup pport him, fir! 
8 [T o Lewſon.] This is a killing fight! 
« Bev. That pang was well—It has numb'd my 
* ſenſes,” ——Where's my wife Can you forgive 
me, love? 
Mrs. Bev. Alas! for what? | 
* Bev. [Starting again.] And there's another pang 
© —— Now all is quiet Will you forgive me ? 
Mrs. Bev. I will——Tell me for what? 
Bev. For meanly dying. 


Mrs, 


68 THE GAMESTER. 


Mrs. Bev. No do not fay it. 

Bev. As truly as my foul muſt anſwer it. Had 
Jarvis ſtaid this morning, all had been well. But 
preſs'd by ſhame pent in a priſon tormented 
with my pangs for you—driven to deſpair and mad- 
neſs I took the advantage of his abſence, cor- 


rupted the poor wretch he left to guard me, and 
ſwallow'd poiſon. . 


Mrs. Bev. O! fatal deed ! 
Char. Dreadful and cruel ! 

- Bev. Ay, moſt accurs'd And now I go to my 
account. This reſt from pain brings death; yet tis 
Heaven's kindneſs to me. I wiſh'd for eaſe, a mo- 
© ment's eaſe, that ccol repentance and contrition 
* might ſoften vengeance”? Bend me, and let me 
kneel. ' [They lift him from his chair, and ſupport him 
on his knees. | I'll pray for you tov. Thou Power that 
madeſt me, hear me! if for a life of frailty, and this 
too haſty deed of death, thy juſtice dooms me, here 
I acquit the ſentence. But if, enthron'd in mercy 
where thou ſit'ſt, thy pity has beheld me, ſend me a 
gleam of hope; that in theſe laſt and bitter moments 
my ſoul may taſte of comfort! and for theſe mourn- 
ers here, O! let their lives be peaceful, and their 
deaths happy! And now I die. | 

Mrs. Bev. Reſtore him, Heaven! ſtretch forth 
thy arm omnipotent, and ſnatch him from the grave! 
— O ſave him! ſave him! or let me die too. 

* Bev. Alas! that prayer is fruitleſs. Already 
* death has ſeiz'd me — Vet Heaven ts gracious—I 
* aſk'd for hope, as the bright preſage of forgiveneſs, 
* and like a light, blazing thro? darkneſs, it came and 


- 


© chear'd me———"Twas all I hv'd for, and now I 
© die. | | 
Mrs. Bev. Not yet !== Not yet? 


Stay but a little and P11 die too,” 
Bev. No; live, I charge you. We have a little 
one. . Tho? I have left him, you will not leave him. 
To Lew/on's kindneſs I bequeath him—Is oy 
1s 
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this Charlotte? We have liv'd in love, tho' I have 
wrong'd you—Can you forgive me, Charlotte? 

Char. Forgive you !—-O my poor brother! 

Bev. Lend me your hand, love. So—raiſe me 
* No—*twill not be—My life is finiſh*d?!=O ! for a 
few ſhort mcments ! to tell you how my heart bleeds 
for you—That even now, thus dying as I am, dubious 
and fearful of hereafter, my boſom pang is for your 


miſeries. Support her Heaven! And now I go 
O, mercy ! mercy! | [ Dies. 
Lew. Then all is over — How is it, madam ? 


My poor Charlotte too : 
* Enter Jarvis. | 
Far. How does my maſter, madam ? here's help 
at hand Am I too late then ? 
[© Seeing Beverley. 
Char. Tears! tears! why fall you not 
O wretched fifter ! Speak to her, Lew/on'—Her 
grief 1s ſpeechleſs. | 
Lew. Remove her from this fight—Go to her 
© Farvis,—Lead and ſupport her.“ Sorrow like her's 
forbids complaint—Words are for lighter griefs— 
Some miniſtring angel bring her peace! Jar. and 
© Char. lead her f.] And thou, r breathleſs 
corpſe, may thy departed ſoul have found the reſt it 
pray'd for! ſave but one error, and this laſt fatal 
deed, thy life was lovely. Let frailer minds take 
warning ; and from example learn, that want of pru- 
dence is want of virtue. 


Follies, if uncontroul d, of every kind, 
Grow into paſſions, and ſubdue the mind; 
With ſenſe and reaſon hold ſuperior ftrife, 
And conquer honour, nature, fame and life. 
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ON ev ry Gameſter in th' Arabian nation, N . 1 


'Trs f faid that Mahomet denounc'd damnation * SES 
But in return for wicked cards and dice, 
He gave them black ey'd girls in paradiſe. 
Should he thus preach, good countrymen, to you, 
His converts would, 1 fear, be mighty few. 
So much your hearts are ſet on ſordid gain, 
T he brighteſt eyes around you ſhine in vain. 
Shou d the moſt heav'nly beauty bid you take her, 
You'd rather hold two aces and a maker, 
By your example, our poor ſex-drawn in, 
1s guilty of the fame 1 unnat ral fin ; 
The ſludy now of ev'ry girl of parts, 
It how to win your money, not your hearts. 
O in what ſweet, what raviſhing delights 
Our beaux and belles together paſs their nights ! 
By ardent perturbations kept awake, 
Each wiews with longing eyes the other's —flake, 
The ſmiles and grares are from Britain flown, 
Our cupid is an errant ſharper grown, 0 
And fortune fits en Cytherea's Throne. 
1a all theſe things, tb women may be blam'd, 
Sure men, the wiſer men, ſhould be aſbam 44 
Ard tis a horrid ſcandal, I declare, 
That four ſtrange queens ſhou!d rival all the fair; 
Four jilts with neither beauty, wit, nor parts, 
O ſhame.! have got paſſeſſion of their hearts : 
And theſe bold ſluts, for all their queenly pride, 
Hawe play'd loofe tricks, or elſe they're much bely'd.. 
Cards were at firſt for benefits deſigu' d, 
Sent to amuſe, and not enſlave the mind. 
From good to bad how eaſy the tranſition /! 
For what was pleaſure once, is now perdilior. 
Fair ladies then theſe wicked Gameſters ſhyn, 
Wheever weds one, is, you ſee undone, 
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PLAYS printed for T. Lownvzs and 


nn 

Adventures of Half 

an Hour 

Albion and Albanius, by 
Dryden 

Alchymiſt, by Ben Johnſon 

Alcibiades, by Otway 

All for Love, by Dryden 

Ambitious Step- mother, 
by Rowe 

Amboyna, by Dryden 

Amphitryon, by Dryden 

Anatomiſt, by Ravenſeroft 

Anna Bullen, by Bankes 

As you like It, by Shake- 
ſpeare 


| arey 
Artful Huſband, by Ta- Country Laſſes, by C. John- 


verner 

Athaliah, by Mr. Duncomb 

Aurengzebe, by Dryden 

Bartholomew Fair, by Ben 
Johnſon ä 

Baſſet Table, by Centlivre 

Beaux Stratagem, by Far- 
quhar 

Beggars Opera, by Gay 

Biter, by Rowe 

Bold Stroke for a Wife 

Britiſh Enchanters, 
Lanſdown 

Buſiris, by Dr. Young 

Buſy Body, by Centlivre 

Caius Marius, by Otway 

Careleſs Huſband, by Cib- 
ber | 5 

Catiline, by Ben Johnſon 

Cato, by Addiſon 


by 


 Par1NERs, at Six-pence each. 


Chances, by D. Bucking- 


ham | 


Chaplet, by Mr. Mendez 


Cleomenes, by Dryden 


Cobler of Preſton 

Comedy of Errors, by 
| Shakeſpeare 

i Lovers, by Cib- 


Committee, by Sir R. 
Howard 


- Confederacy, by Vanbrugh 


Conſcious Lovers, by Steele 

Conitaat Couple, by Far- 
quhar 

Contrivances, by C 

ſon ; 

CcuntryWite, by Wycherly 

Cymbeline, altered by Mr. 
Garrick 

Damon and Phillida, by 
Mr. Dibden 

Devil of a Wife 

Devil to pay, by Coffey 

Diſtreſſed Mother, by 
Amb. Phillips 

Don Carlos, by Otway 

Double Dealer, by Con- 

reve 

Double Gallant, by Cibber 

Dragon of Wantley 

Drummer, by Addiſon 

Duke and no Duke, by Sir 
A. Cockain 


Duke of Guiſe, by Dryden 
Earl of Eſſex, by Bankes 


PLAYS for, T. Lowwnpes and Path 


Every Man in his Humour 
Fair Penitent, by Rowe 
Fair Quaker of Deal, by 
C. Shadwell, 
Falſe Friend 
Fatal Curioſity 
Fatal Secret, by Theobald 
Flora, or Hob in the Well 
Fox, by Ben Johnſon 
Friendſhip in Faſhion, - by 
Otway 
Funeral, by Sir R. Steele 
Gameſter, by Mrs Centlivre 
Gentle Shepherd 
George Barnwell, by Lillo 
Gloriana 
Greenwich. Park 
Hamlet, by Shakeſpear 
Henry IV. 2 Parts, by ditto 


Henry V. by ditto 


Henry VI. 3 Parts, by ditto 
Henry VIII. by ditto 
Henry V. by Aaron Hill 
Honeſt Yorkſhireman . 
ane Gray, by Rowe _ 
5 Shore, by Rowe 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar 
King John, by Shakeſpeare 
King Lear, by ditto 
King Lear, by Tate 
Limberham, by Dryden 


Love for Love, by Con- 


greve 


Love in a Miſt a 


Love in a Tub, by Etherege 


Love makes a Man, by C. 


Cibber | 


' Love's Laſt Shift, by ditto 


Lying Lover, by Steele, 
Macbeth, by Shakeſ 


Man of Mode, by Etherege 
Mariamne, by Fenton 
Meaſure for Meaſure, by 
Shakeſpeare 
Merchant of Venice, by 
Shakeſpeare 
Miſtake, by Vanbrugh 
Mourning Bride, by Con- 
eve 
Much ado about Nothing 
Muſtapha, by Lord Orrery 
Nonjuror, by C. Cibber 
Oedipus, by Dryden 
Old Bachelor, by Congreve 
Oroonoko, by Southern 


- Orphan, by Otway 
Othello, by Shakeſpeare 


Perjured Huſband . 
Perolla and Iſidora, by C. 
Cibber | 
Phædra and Hippolitus, by 
Smith 
Pilgrim, by Beaumont and 
letcher So 
Polly, by Mr. Gay 
Propheteſs, by Beaumont 
Provok'd Huſband, by C. 
Cibber | 
Provok'd Wife, by Van- 
es EE he: | 
Recruiting Officer, by Far- 
_ quhar | 
Refuſal, by Cibber 
Rehearſal, by D. of Bucks 
Relapſe, by Vanbrugh 
Revenge, by Dr. Voung 
Richard III. by C. Cibber 
Rival Fools, by Cibber 
wal Ladies, by Dryden 
neens, by Lee 


